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Pal. Diftraft him not my fov’reign; noble Zaphna 
Difdains to lag in love or glory’s courfe. 
‘Ma. Enough of words— 
Pal. As boldly I’ave avow'd 
‘The love I bear that hero at your feet, 
1'l! now to him, and fire his gen’rous breaft 
\. Te prove the duty ke has fworn to thee. [Exit Palnira. 
Mab. alone. Confufion! mufl I, fpite o’ me, be made 
The confidant of her incettuous paffion? 
What could | fay? {uch fweet fimplicity 
Lur’d down my rage, and innocently wing’d 
‘The arrow thro’ my heart. And fhall I bear this? 
Be made the {port of curft Alcanor’s houle? 
Check’d in my rapid progrefs by the fire, 
Supplanted in my love by this rath boy, 
Aad made a gentle pander to the daughter? 
7—Perdition on the whole detetted race! 
Enter Mirvan. 
Mir. Now, Mahomet, "s the time to feize on Mecca, 
Crufh this Aleanor, and enjoy Palmira. 
‘This night the old enthufialt offers incenfe 
Yo his vain gods in facred Cabo: 
Zaphna, who tlathes with zeal for Heav'n and thee, 
May: be won o'er to feize that lucky moment. 
hab. He shall; it mult be {03 he’s born to act 
¢ glorious crime; and let him be st once 
"The inQlrument and viétim of the murder. 
A lave, my vengeance, my own Safety, 

'd it fo—Bur, Mirvan, doft thou think 

His youfhful courage, aurs’d in fuperitition, 

Can o'f be work’d— 

es iT tli thers é 
+ EY¢'s tutor’d to sccomplifh thy defign. 
Palmira tov, who thinke thy willis Hicav’n’s, 

Will nerve his arm to execute thy plewure. 

Love and enthafiaim bliad her youth: 

They ‘re fill moft zealous who're molt ignorant. 
Mab, Didi thou engage him by a folema vow? 
Mir. did, veith all th’ enthufiaftick 

‘Thy law enjoins; then gave him, 

A confecrated fword to aé thy will. 

Ob, he is burning with religious fury! 
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Mah. But hold, he comes— 
Enter Zavuna. 
Child of that awful and tremendous pow’r 
Whiofe laws I publith, whofe behefts proclaim, 
Liftes whilit 1 unfold his facred will: 
» Tis thine to vindicate his ways to man, 
*Tis thine his injur’d worhip to avenge. ; 
Zaph. Thou Lord of nations, delegate of Heay’n, 
Sent to fhed day o’er the benighted world, 
Oh fay in what can Zaphna prove his duty! 
Taftruct me how s frail earthprifon’d mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 
Mab, By thy weak arm he deigns to prove his caufe,. 
And lanch his vengeance on blafpheming rebels. 
Zoph. What glorious aétion, what illultrious danger, 
Does that Supreme, whofe image thou, demand? 
Place me, oh place me! in the front of b 
*Gainf odds innumerable; try me there; 
Orif-a fingle combat claim my might 
"Phe lloutelt Arab may ftep forth and fee 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought. 
Mah. Oh, greaily faid, my fon; "tis infpiration ! 
But heed me: "tis not by a glaring aé& 
Of human valour Heav'n has will'd to prove thee; 
"This infidels them{elves may boait when led 
By oltentation, rage, or brutclike rathnefs. 
‘To do whate’er Heav’n gives in facred ~harge, 
Nor dare to found its fathomlefs decrees, 
‘This and this only’s meritorious zeal. 
Attend, adore, obey; thou fhalt be arm’d 
By Death’s remorfelefs angel which awaits me. 
Zaph. Speak out, pronounees what victin offer? 
‘What tyrant facrifice? whofe blood requir thou? — 
Mah, The blood of a detefted infidel, 
A murderer, 2 foe to Heay’n and me, 
‘A wretch who lew my child, blaiphemes my god, 
And like a huge Colotfus bears a world 
Of impious uppofition to my faith: 
‘The blood of curft Ajcanor. 
Zaph. 1!—Alcanor! 
Mah, What! dof thou hefitate ! Rath youth, beware; 
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He that deliberates is facrilegions. 
Far, far from me be thofe audacious mortals 
Whe for themfelves would impioutly judge, 
Or fee with their own eyes; who dares to think 
‘Was never born a profelyte for me. 
Know who I am; know on this very {pot 
Taye charg'd thee with the juft decree of Heav'n, 
And when that Heav'n requires of thee no more 
Than the bare off ring of its deadliett foc, 
Nay, thy foe too and mine, why doit thou balance, 
As thy own father were the vidtim claim'd ! 
Ga, vile idolater! falfe Muffelman ! 
Go feck another matter, a new faith. 
Zap, Ok Mahomet! 
Mah, Juit when the prize is ready, 
When fair Palmira's dettin'd to thy arms— 
y ~ But what’s Palmira? or what’s heav'n to theey 
‘Thou poor weak rebel to thy faith and love! 
Go ferve and cringe to our detelted foe. 
‘Zaph. Oh pardon, Mahomet! methinks T hear 
‘The oracle of Heav'n—It fhall be done. 

"Mah. Obey then, trike, and for his impious blood 
Palmira's charms ‘and Paradife be thite. [eyes 
Apart td Mirvan.] Mirvan attend him clofe,andlet thy 
4“ Be fix'd on ev'ry movement of his foul.” [Exeuni. 

Zoph. alone.) Soft, let me think—This duty wears the 
fi 


Of fometlyéig more than monftrous—Pardon, Heav'n! 
"Lo facriffte an innocent old man, 
Weigh'd down with age, unfaccour’d and unarm'd t 
When } ain hottage for his fafery too! 
No jitter, Heay'n has chale me for the duty 5 
+ My vow is paft and Mul be ttraight fulfll'd. 
‘Ye flern rclentlefs minifters of wrath, 
Spirits of vengeance! by whofe ruthlefs hands 
The haughty tyrants of the earth have bled, 
Come to my fuccour, to my faming zeal 
Join your determin’d vonrage ; 
And thou, ange! 
‘Of Mahomet, exterminating angel! 
‘That mow'ft down nations to prepare his paflage, 
Support my falt’ring will, harden my Hares = 
Bi 

















Left nature, pity, plead Alcanor’s caufe, 

‘And wrefl the dagger from me. 

Hah! who comes here? ' 

Enter Aucanon 
Ale, Whence, Zaphna, that dep gloom, 

‘That like a blatting mildew on the ear 

Of promis'd harvell blackens o'er thy vifage? . 

Grieve not that here, thro” furm, thou art confin'd 5 

Thold thee not as hoftage but as friend, 

Aud make thy fafety partner with my own. 
Zuph.apart-)Andmakemy fafety partner with thy own! 
ale. Vie bloody carnage, by this trace fufpended. 

Fora few moments, like a torrent check’d 

Tn its full ow, will with redoubled flrength 

Bear all before it. 

In this impending {cene of publick horrour 

Bethen, dear youth! thefe manfions thy afylum ¢ - 

Tl be thy hoflage now, and with my life 

Will anfwer that no mifchief fhall befal thee. 

T know not why, but thou art precious uo nic. 

Zaph. Veav'n, duty, gratitude, humanity! [Apart 

What didit thou fgy Aleanor? Didft thou fay 

"That thy own root fhould fhieldjme from the tempeft? 

"That thy own life flood hoitage for my fafety! 
ale, Why thus amaz’d at my compafiion for thee? 

Lama man myfelf, and Pabrnrccph 

‘To make me feel the woes of other men,, 

And labour to redrefs *em— é ‘ 
Zaph. apart. What melody thefe accents Make? 

Ajd whillt my own religion fpurs to murder 

His precepts of humanity prevail, 

[To Aleauor.] Can then a foete Mahomet’s fagnal law 

Be virtue’s friend? = -_ Bo. 
Alc, Thou know'ft but little; Zaphna, e 

If thou doit think true virtue is contin'd 

‘To climes or fyftema; no, it ows {pontaneous, ' 

Like life's warm ftream thro’out the whole creation, 

Avnd beats the pulfe of ev'ry healthful heart. 

How canft thou, Zaphna, worthip for thy god 

A being claiming crnelty and murders 

From bis adorers? Such is thy maller’s 
Zaplh, eed Ob, my relenting foul! thou ’rt almo& 

we 











From thy refolve—I pray you Sir no more. 
Peace, reafon, peace! 
he. apart, Themore I viewhim, talk with him, obferve 
His underftanding tow’ring *bove his age, 
His candour, which ev’n bigotry can’t [mother, 
‘The more my breaft takesint'reft in his welfare. [afk thee 
\ (2 Zaphua-] Zaphoa, come near—T oft have thonght to 
‘To'whom thou owt thy birth, whofe gen‘rous blood 
Sweils thy young veins and mantles at thy heart. 
Zaph. That dwells in darknefs ; no one friendly beam 
Yer gave me glimpfe from whom I am defcended. 
"The camp of godlike Mahomet has been 
My cradie and my country, whilit of all 
His captive infants no one more has fhar'd 
‘Lhe {unthine of his clemency and care. 
Alc. 1 do not blame thy gratitude young man; 
. -Bat why was Mahomet thy benefaétor? 
Why was not 1? I envy him that glory. 
Why then this impious man has been a father 
AtiKe to thee and to the fair Palmira. 
Zaph. Oh! 
“Ale. What's the caufe, my Zaphna, of that figh, 
And all that language of a fmother'Wanguifh? 
Why didft thou {natch away thy cordial eye 
‘That fhone on me before? 
* Zaph. apart.) Oh my tora heart! 
Paimira’s name sevives the racking thought 
Of my Rinted purpofe. 
Ali. Come, my friend; 
The floodgates of deftruétiof? foon thrown ope 
Will pour in ruin on that curfe of nations, 
Tf Lean fave but thee and fair Palmira 
+ Fyin this o'erflowing tide let all the reft 
Ot his abandon'd minions be the victims 
For your deliverance—I mult fave your blood. 
* Zoph.apart.] Juk Heav'n! and is’t nowt mult fhed his 
Alc. Nay, tremble if thou dar’ft to hefitate. [blood? 
Follow me ftraight. 











: Enter Puaron. 
Pha. Alcanor, read that letter, 
Put in my hands this momeat by an Arab 
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‘With utmoft ftealth, and air befpeaking fomewhat 
Of high importance. 

Alec. reads.) Whence is this?—Hercides! 
Cautious, my eyes! be fure you're not miltaken 
In what you here infinuate. Gracious Heav'n ! 
Will then thy Providence at length o'errule 
My wayward fate, and by one matchlefs blefling t 
Sweeten the fulf’rings of a threefcore years! 

(After looking for fome time carneftly at Zaplnac 

Follow me. 

Zoph. Thee!—But Mahomet— 

atic. Thy life 
And all its future blifs dwells on this moment. 

Follow I fay. (Exeunt Alcanor and Pharon. 
Enter Miavan and his Attendants hapiily on the other fide of 
the Stage. 

Mir, to Zaphna,} Traitor, turn back; what means —— 
‘This conference with the foe? To Mahomet 
Away this inftant; he commands thy prefence. 

Zaph. apart.) Where am 1? Heay’ne! how thall Tnow 
How act ! A precipice on ev'ry fide [refolve? 
«+ Awaits me,” ang the firit Ieatt ftep’s perdition, 

Mir. Young mau, our prophet brooks not fuch delay 5 
Go, ftop.the bole that’s ready to be Janch'd 
On thy rebellious head. 

Zaph. Yes, and renoi.nce 
This horrid vow, that’s poifon to my forl. 

[Exit with Mirvan, Se 
Reenter Avcawor and Puanon. + 

Ale, Where is this Zaphia?—But he flies me ftill: 
In vain I call in all the foftning arts 
Of pity, love, and friendship, to engage him: 

Hiis breatt is fear’d by that impoftor’s precepts 
*Gainit all who bid defiance to his laws. 
But, Pharon, didft thou mark the baneful gioom, 
‘The fomewhat like reluétance, rage, and pitys 
That blended fat upon his penfive brow ? 
Pha. 1 did; there *s Something at his heart— 
Alc. There is—— 
Would I could fathom it! This letter, Pharon, 
His afpeét, age, the tranfport that I taite 
When he is near me, the anxiety 
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Hisabfence gives, do too much violence 
To,my diftracted fenfe. Hercides here 
Defines to fee me; ’t was his barbarous hands 
“Chat robb'd me of my children ; they are living, 
‘He tells me, under Mahomet's prote@ion, 
And he has fomething to unfold on which 
‘Their deitiny and mine depends. This Zaphna 
And young Palmira, vaffals of that tyrant, 
‘Are ignorant from whom they are defceaded. 
Imagination’s pregnant with the thought. 
My withes mock me. Sinking with my grief 
blindly catch at ev'ry flatt’ring errour, 
And fupplicate Deception’s felf for fuccour. 
Pha. Hope, but yet fear, Alcanor: think, my chief, 
How many infants from their parents torn, 
Ere confcious whofe they are, attend that tyrant, 
, -Drink in his diétates, place their being in him, 
| And deem him an infallible difpenfer 
OF Heav'n’s decifions. 
2c, Well, no matter, Pharon: 
At noon of night conduét Hercics | thers 
‘Phy malter in th’ adjoining fane wore pvore 
‘Will importune the gods with prey yaad incenfe 
‘Phat he mtty fave his friends and ice | 
Pha. Thou thalt not find thy } o flack in aught 
That tendstothy deliverance froyelisauguith. (Ex. Phar. 
dle, jut Heay'n! if by eer cous thought or ad 
Thave payin your fierce difpleafure on me 
Point ne to right, I'll onward to its goal 
With double energy, will expiate all, 
"That in the days of ignorance might offend 
aly scibore my children to my care, 
o my craving arms my haplefs children, 
vit 1 may form them,.turn ’em back from wrong, 
~ Weed their young minds of thofe pernicious errours 
ice arch-impottor has implanted in ‘em, 
.Yrain ’em in virtue’s fchool, and lead them on 
To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. [Exit 
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ACT IV. 
Scene, Mahome's apartment. 


Manomer alone. 
A narrow knows not confcience — 
Well, this Zaphna 
Js fix’d at length—I leffon’d him fo home, 
Dealt to his young enthufiaftick foul 
Such promifes and threats+— 
Enter Miavan. 
Mirvan, what news? 
Mir. Oh, Mahomet, I fear the nice-wov'n web 
Of our defign’s unravell’d. Ere thy {pirit 
Had reinflam’d young Zaphna with the thirft 
Of old Aleanor’s blood be lad reveal’d 
The dreadful purpofe to Hercides— “> 
Mah, Hah} 
Mir, Hercides loves the youth, and Zaphua fill 
Has held him as a father. 
Mah, That Llike not. * 
What docs Herciles fay ? thinks he with us? 
Mir. Oh no; hustrembles at the very thought 
Of this dread fcene, compaffionates Alcanor, 
And—— 
Mab, He's but a haif friend then, and a half friend 
Te not a {pan from traitor. biizwan, Miewans 
A dangerous witacfs mult be fome way Tech withs 
Am I obey’d? 
Mir. 'Tis done. 
Mab. Then for the rett. 
Or e’er the harbinger of morrow’s dawn 
Gleam in the eaft, Alcanor, thou mult-fet, 
Or Mahomet and all his hopes mut perith : 
"That's the fir ftep then—Zaphna, next for thee. 
Soon as thy hands have dealt the midnight mifchief 
Jn thy own blood the fecret mult be drown’d. 
‘Thus quit of fon and father (thofe curit rivals 
Wio elbow me at once in love and grandeur) 
Both Mecca and Palmira thall be mine. 
Oh tow'ring profpect! how it fills the eye 
OF my afpiring and enamour'd foul! 











Night! put on double fable, that no far 
May be a {py on thofe dark deeds ——Well, Mirvan, 
Shall we accomplith this? 
Mir. We thal, my AS 
Muah. What tho’ I feize iis life from whom fhe {prung? 
He's not her father as the knévys it not. 
‘Truft me thofe partial ties of bldod and kindred 
Are But th’ illutive taints of education 
‘What we call nature is mere habjt Miran 5 
"That habit’s on our fide ; for the whole fludy 
OF this young creature’s life has been obedience, 
‘o think, believe, and aét, as pleafur’d me. 
But hold, the hour on w h our fortune hangs 
Is nowat hand, While Zphna feeks the temple 
Let us look round us, fee that not a wheel 
Lag in the vaft machine we have at worl 
It us fuccefs that corifecrates ourfactions 
The vanquith'd rebel as a rebel dies, 
The victor-rebel plumes him on a throne. CExeunt. 
a Scene changes to the temple. 
Enter Zavwwa with a drawn fword in his band, 
Zuph. Well then, it muit be fo; I muft difcharge 
This cruel duty—Mahomet enjoins it, * 
And Heav'n thro” him demands it of ny hands. 





Horrid, tho fucred a !—my foul fhrinks back, 
And wont admit convidion—Ayy’but Heav’n! 


Heav we) 1 mpit obey-»@h dire obedience! 
, 


What Loi coft mef my humanity! 
Why, duty, art thoy’ thus at war with nature? 
ater PALMIRA. 
‘Thou here Palmira! oh! fatal tranfport 
Leads thee to this fad place, thefe dark abodes, 
Sacpxl to death? Thou hatt no bas’nefs here. 
al. Oh, Zaphna, fear and love have been my guides. 

hat horrid facrifice is this enjoin’d thee? 
What vitim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tenderliand? 

Zaph. Oh, my guardian angel, 
Spealyreflve eg S: 
jew can affaffination be a virtue? 

low can the gracious parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind’s {uP rings? May n’t this prophet, 


Th may beaw nly will, 


Mittake it once? u 
Pal. Oh, tremble to Seamine, ' 
He fees our hearts—Ti Joub ys 
Zaph. Be tleady ilves,, cay lotily 
And Jet religion ftee) thee pynint pit 
Come forth thou fre to “unsomet and Heav’n, 
And meet the doc: i Goth deferves; 















Come forth Ale 
Pal. Who, £.\-300r! 
Zaph. Yea. 
Pal. The goov 
Zaph. *W iia gond ? 
‘Curfe on his he mutt dies 
So Mahomet & .es.ande; yaa yet methinks 
Some other deity arr.. my arm, 
And whiipers to my hear'\—Zaphna, iorbear! - 
Pal Diilra®? x fate! 
Zaph. Fn dear Palmira, . 
I'm weak. \\ioider at this bloody bus’nefs. ° 
Help me os Gey Valmira! Lam torn, 
Dib ated wid ge confli&. 
Zeal, hs -od pity, feize my breaft, 





And dray  dilf'reu yay. 
You fee me tolling op. 8 
*Tis thine, my angel, (oe 
Fix my diftraé&ed will, « 
Pal.—What! 
‘What can I teach thee in this !! 
Oh Zaphna! I revere our holy prop! 
Think all his laws are regifter’d in he 
And ev'ry mandate minted in the fkieoy 
Zaph. But then to break thro’ hofpitaiites ap. 





Jas! Palroira, 
f paflions 
cafe this tempeft, 











And murder him by whom we are proteéted! ~ 
Pal. Oh, poor Aleanor! gen’rous good Alcanor| 
My heart bleeds for thee. ‘ 


Zaph. Know then, anlefs I a& this horrid feene, > 
Unilels I plunge this dagger in the breaft 
Of that old man, I muf{—I mu— 
Pal. What— 
Zaph. Muit Palmira 
(Oh agonizing thought!) lofe thee for ever. 
2 





Se er ees - 
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Pal. Am the price of good Alcanor’s blood? 
Zaph. So Mahomet ordains. 
Ral. Horrible dowry}, 
Zaph. Thou know’s th\cur!* exe prophet hasdenounc’d 


Of endlefs tortures on the?])" 


‘Thou know'tt with whata: © ound myfelf 
To vindicate his la . 
Tif dare oppofe b toy Sir omy 
- Thou tutorefs i 
+ How to obey = Hy Oath, 
Yet lift to w 
Se Pal. Th : 
Zap, How *0 avoid beirg Banl!d (nee fur ever. 


at that e’er be? 


FP. Ob, fiver 
y roeonne’d his doom. 





val'd dis depth. 
ttl Dich DF 
10'a fpoke be 
lovee’ Thins thie hin 
Me adipining altar 
“7 gods 





‘you 'rt its oracle, 


cave thee. ff 


boat cant not bear 
hele ere Creadful momente! 
ay— 
ep) tho? they lead 
‘lede maid!—to the dire trial then. 
_ [Exeunt. 
cen ndrausteand difcovers the inner part of the temple with a 
¢ popan altar andimages, “Aconor addkefing himfelf ta theidole, 
ic. Cxernal Pow'rs! that deign to blefs thefe manfiony, 
Protettors.of the fons of Ifhmael, 
w=, Cruth, crath this blafphemous invader's force, 
SAnd turn him back with fhame. If pow'r be your's 
Ih! fhield your injur'd votarics, and lay 
Oppreflion bleeding at your altar’s foot. 
D 
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Enter Zavuna and Parma. 
Pal. entering.) A& not this bloody deed: oh fave him, 
fave him. , j 

Zaph. Save him, and lofe bots Paradife and thee! 

Pal. Huh, yon’ he flands—b! Zaphna, all my blood 
is frozen at the fight. 

alle, ’Tis in your own Vehalf that I implore 
The terrours of your mig wt; {wifi, fwifuly 
Pour vengeance on this vi: apoltate’s nead, 

Who dares profanely wreit your thunder from you, 

And lodge it with au unknown fancy’d god. 

Zoph. Hear how the wret h blaiphemes! So, now— * 

Pal, Hold Zaphna! 

Zaph. Let me go 

Pal. 1 cannot—cannot 

Alc. Put if, for rea’vus which dimfighté’ mortals 
Cann't look into, you'll eown this daring rebel . 
With royalty and priefthood, take my life: 

And if, ye gracious Pow'rs! you ave ought of life 

Tn tore for me, at my lait hour péPmit me = 

To fee my children, pour my bleiliffg on them, 

Expire in their depr arms. and let them clofe 

Thefe eyes, which Yhen would with no afterfight. 

Pal, His children did he fay? 

Zoph, Lthink he dlA—— 

dle, For this I'll at your altar pey my vews, 

Aud makeit fmoke with inétuzs [Aetires bebind the allar, 
Zaph. * Now'sthe time;" Drawing hie fword. 

Infulting Heav'n he flies to ftones forvefuge: 

Now let me ttrike. 

Pal. Stay but one moment Zaphna. 

Zaph. Wt mult not be—unhand me. 

Pal. What to do! i “4 
‘To ferve my God and king, and merit thee. 
[Brcokingfrom Palmira, and going towards thealtar, heflaris, 

and flops fhort. I 
Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying thades? 

What means this lake of blood that lies before me? 
Pal, Ol Zaphna! let us fly thefedhorrid roofs. 
Zaph. No, Wo—Go on ye minifters of Death; , 

Lead me the way: I'll follow ye. 

Pal, Stay, Zaphuas 
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Heap no more horrours on me; I?m expiring 
Beneath the load. 
Duph. Be buth’d—the altar trembles! 
‘What means that omen Hdoes it {pur to murder, 
Or would it rein me back }.No, ’t is the voice 
Of Heav’n itfelf that chides my ling’ring hand. 
Now fend up thither all thy volys Palmira, 
WHilit I obey its will and gives he Groke. 
- | Goes out Levind the altar after Alcanor. 
' Pal. What vows? will Heawn receive a murd’rer’s vows? 
fare I'm fuch whilft I prevent not murders 
hy beats my heart thus? hat foft voice is this 
» That's waken'd in my {ou's and preaches mercy? 
If Heav'n demands cL oppote? 
As it my place tfitige’— Ti”! that dire groan 
Pf, 'y bus’neliiis Wout. 






















Reenter LAPHN As 

Zaph. Ha! where am 1? 

Is ne? where's Palmira? the’s not here: 
pend lias {natch'd her from me? 

igHeav'ns! he raves! 

4 ae hon not know me Zaphna! heywho lives 
gti alone?—Why dott thou gee thus on me? 
SGaph. Where are we? ‘ 

+ * Pal, Heit thon then difchagg’d 
‘The horrid duty? PP a 
*& Zaphé What dott yefou fay? 
Pal. Afcanory 
Zaph. Alcayet what Alcanor? 
1. G| 


fous Heav’n, 
Loo! ‘fn upon him! 
begone my/Zaphna, 
. Ob, whither Ay! to whom? 
or fee thefe hands? who will receive thefe hands? 
al, Oh, come, and tet me wath them with my tears! 
Zaph. Who art thou? let me lean on thee—I find 
ly pow'rs returning. Is it thou Palmira? 
here have I been? what have I done? 
* Pal. know not: 


‘Think on’t no more. 
Zapb. But I muft think and talk on't too Palmira. 


® 1 





Wh 






I feiz' a the widkim his hoary log 
{then Metra will it) 
en, fhu with hoctowr, ftraight 
‘The grard in breaft. & 
‘The arabe 
But that 
So piteousa proau ! : 
And withs feeble vox ‘S, Jo it Zaphna? 
J cowld.no more, Ob ! ha foen, my dows 
Phe fell, 1) dagger in hin 
His dying face, where fat 4 
Clothd vita capadion sage 
ETacgsuing himfelf om 
1 de womans we A a 
Hery let me dic——— wie 
Pal. Rife, my low&Eaphts } rife, 
And let us fly to Mahomepforprotea 
Lf we are fi ‘stedes of is > 
Tortures an attend use 
Zaph.. “farting opsjdciddy at thacbh 
When drawing out the fatal flecl he cats oy 
Such tender kooks | J fled—the fntal feel, 
The voice, the tay looks, the bleeding viQim 
Billing bis murderdy Tcould na f 
la, they clung to m da 
And fet my brain ou Wizcee 
Pal, Hark! wha: 
Oh! in the name of love, by all 
‘Vhofe facred ties that thee 
I do conjure thee follow me... - 
[ Aleanor comes from elle be aber niag 
the bloody favord in bis bandh 
Zaph. Hah! look Palmira, fee 
Which bears upon my tortur’d 
Or is’t his bloody manés come to 
Pal’ Tishebicalelf, poor wretch {beuggli 
And feebly crawling tow'sds us. Let mefiy 
‘And yield what help T can: let me 
‘Phou nruch-lamented, injur’d, good old’ 
Zap. Why don't I move? my feet are nag 
And all my frame is ftruck and wither’d.w 
‘As with a lightning’s blaft. 
Alc, Mj gentle maids) — 





Alc. fitting down. Zaphna, come hither; thou haft ta'en 
my life,” 
For what offence or what oni 
‘That anger or malevolence f 
Heav’n knows I am unconfeioy.. Do not look fo: 
I fce thou doft relent. {/ 
Enter Puawon haf 
f. Pal. larting back.) Hah! ‘is 
Alc, Would I could fee 
Thy martyr'd friend bybig diftemper’d hand 
Is now expiring. 


yy father. 
[ Pointing to Alc. 
. My father! 
Pal. Father! bali! « 
Myiterious Heav’n! 
Hercides dying by the hand of Mirvan, 
w him left he thould betray the fecret, 
¢ approach, and in the pangs gi death 
iy Fly and fave Alcanor ; wreitfthe fword 
m Zaphna’s hands if *t isnot wit too late, 


Phat panes for his deat 


‘hat Zaphna and Palm children. 
Xe Pal. That and Palmira are his children ¥ 
Doft hear that ! 
Ti 


ee 
-] Oh, my father, 
crime was mine; "t was I alone 
will to this unnat'ral deed: 
Diij 





Upon thefe terms al cou" 
And inceft was the prite of parti 
Zaph, Strike your P 
Ake. ¥ embrace my children, 
And joy to fee them, tho” mn eh tha taten. 
Rife, children, rife and uve to revenj 7 
Your father’s death— Khe nant, ps ae “4 
Bees 'y the remains of this p: 
"That’s oozing from my whwnd, rai 4 
*Gaintt pitta e rie wohl thc do mig 
A fecond deadlier ilchief; La 
Selfflaughter cann’s atone (Apaericidesg a3 
Zaph. Then 1 veill ves» “Mecgeew. Makai collec 
Live to fome purpc 
Ae. Thy undeve 
Its bigot purpofe; Ele pe 
Our fHenis ‘gaint rhs iagoltor; lead 
To root out a rapacious banefyl crew, 
Whofe zeal 


y 
Come, thou infernal weapon, 


1'll wath off thy for) stninyve 
Of that malignant Anétifyd afiaflin.: 
[4s Zaphna is goi Miewen and. bis followacts ‘emt 
fap bina. sigh! Res 
Mir. Seize Zap) hie 
And load the trait’rous mur 
Help you the good Aleanpr-— 
Our prophet in a yifion learpt to-m 
‘The mournful tale of thy tntimelyver 
And fent me ftraight to feize the 
"That he might wrake fevereil jalti 
Mahomet comes to viuelieate U 
Net fuffer with impenigy their b 
Alc, Heav'ns! what nootimulited | 
Zaph. Where isthe monkter? 
ito I may blait him with mye} 
h my laft hefitating wpite. -* 
Wet Thon traitor , 
Did not thy own death-daing: 
This horrid deed? 
Mir. Not mine by 








seand is holy faith, 
elit 


with ifatance : cunt prop 
to yourtender frame 
ke yumshdes his diviie protection. 


b death !eliverme from fuch proteétion! 
world otight todleye the deftin’d Zaphna 
the prophet; you may'move him 
his doom—Awey. na 


a - 
44 ‘MAHOMET. — 
By whofe mifguided zeal I lofe my owns 
What ao eee e 
Tn fo divine a caufe to fall a magtyr! 


Enter Man(met and Miny, 


‘ Mayomer. 
Wroxe will beever nurgd and fed 
So this boybigot held his piyus purpd 

Mir. Devoutly. " 

‘Mab, What a reafonlefs rach 
Can fuperitition make thecas' nef mar. 
Alcanor lies there ondeis bed of earth? 

Mir. This moment he expir’d, and 
In vain lament their chief. ‘To the mad crowd 
‘That gather'd round good Ali and myfelf 
(Full of thy dauntlefs heav'nly-feeming fpirit) 
Difclaim’d the deed, and pointed out the arm 
Of righteous Heav’n that ftrikes for Mahomet: 
Think ye, we cry'd) (with eyes and hands uprea:" 
‘Think ye our holy frophet would confent 
To fuch a crime, whog foulnefs cafts a blot 
On right of nations, natexe, and our faith?’ 
Oh, rather think he will ii 
And root his murd’rer from thi 
Then ftruck our breatts, and wept th 
And only with he’d dy’d amori dhe 
And flept with Ibrahim. 

Mab, Excellent Mirvan! ‘ 

Mir. We then both at large 
Defcanted on thy clemency-and bounty: 
On that the filent and nding crowd 
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and laft in 
And each mechanick grew a Muffulman. 

‘Mah. Oh, worthy to deceive and awe the 
Second to Mahomet! let me embrace thee 
Bit Sy, ee Oe Se 
‘To back our clemency 

Mir. Omar commands _ 





ik¢ pity-che 
—=1 intifirxiot think thit weye—thall Mahomet 
Paradife tpiallbmankind, 
emorlé-of confciznce.be the hel! 
wn break! Myfajety elsio’d his life, 
te beavis in of fairPalmira’s Charms 


sand ‘your pjrafure. 
fab. Athandt How, Aldft thou let me talk 
ingel’s near? 
oon by jatt’ring hope 
u your facred will: 
fe hggwds her cheeks 


op Ttake the iabgled corpfe 


mile pet mangled) erie 


t; Heart, i in. filence. 





“46 
This as event, that fills thy foul 
Is myitery to all but Heav'n and Mah 
Pal. Oh, ever righteous Heay’n! 
‘This facrilegious hypocrite, th’ {poil 
To fieal thy terrours, and bly/pheme 
Nor doom him inftant dea 
Mab. Child of my — 
At length from galling hains T’ave fet 
And made thee triumphiin a jut revenge; 
‘Think then thou’rt dear t) me, and Mahomé 
Regards thee with a more|-han father’s eyes 
Then know (if thou'lt deftsve the mighty boon 
Au higher uame, a nobler fare, awaits thee, 
Pal. What would the ty as 
Mab, Raife thy thoughstS gtoryy~ if 
And iweep this Zapbad1 omthy memoryy, 
Wit: all that’s palt—Le that mean‘flaiie pre, yg 
Before the blaze of empi fi e 
‘Thy grateful heart muft anfwer tomy bounties, - 
Follow my laws, and hare in all my conqueils. 4 
Pal. What laws, what bounties, and what o ue fs, 
Fraud is thy law, the tomb thy only bounty, "| 
Thy conquelts fats) as infeéted air, ~ \ 
Difpeopling half thy globe—See here, good He 
"Dhe venerable propByt I rever'd, 
The king I fere'd, the: that I ador’d. 
Mab. approaching Whence this unwonted lan- 
guage, this wild frenzy? fg 
Pal. Where is the fpirit of my 7 
Where Zaphna's? where Palm 
Blatted by thee, by thee, infernal monfte 
‘Thou found’ft us angels and haft made u: 
Give, give us back our lives, oor fame, oF 
Thou canft not tyrant—yet thou feck "ft 
Seck’f# with Alcanor’s blood his daught: 
Mab. apart.) Horrour and death! 
known. 


~ 


Enter Minvas. 
Mir. Oh, Mahomet, all's loft, thy gl 
And th’ infatiate tomb ripe to devour us 
Hercides’ parting breath divulg'd the 
‘The prifon's forc’d, the city allin arms: 





a 


they bear sloft their murder’d chief, _ 
in their front, death in his looks, 
firength. Spite of the deadly draught 


—_ Pal. Now, now, my hour's ay . 
Hear'ft thou thofe thouts that fend the ambient air? 
glancing fires phat add new horrours 
¢sgloom? freth en thy murd'ring poignard, 
‘it was, tho’ gave the blow) 
's {pirit leads +4 igeful thades 
ithe wretches-whott tay ~yord has butcher’d: 
, L fee them raife their unfubitantidirarms 
Tq fnaveh me from thy, rage, on worfe, thy love. 
‘Bags thall conquer in Palmira’s caufe. 
Mah, apart.) What terrour?s this that hangs upon her 
nding virtue tho’ I know-bier-weaknefs. — [accents? 
how aik’t my love, go feek it in the grave 
canor—Talk’it of grateful minds, 
ina plead for thee, and I mayyhear thee ; 
thou art my fcorn—May'ft fhou, like me, 
MGld thy deareft blood fpilt at thy 
‘Tétca, Medina, all our 
Join, jain to drive th’ Impass? 
¥ Bluth at his chains, an2ihake them off in vengeance! 
|, my foul, nor let a woman’s rage 
m—Spite of thy hate 
ill, and charming ev'n in madnefe. 
a [A fhous and noife of fighting. 
let thy gentle foul a feline 
5 thou’rt my peculiar care: 





The foe prevails—Thy 
Are all.cut off, aod valiant 
By Zaphna lain, lies welt) 
The d 


Ali. See, thy iw friends; whom wildd 
(But arm’d in vain ) ace coe todie-b 

Mab. Ye hea tel traitorp} Mahomer al 
Shall be his own defender, grad your guasdy.. Wien” 
Againft the crowds of Mpct—Follow 
Enter Lavuna, )aroeth, ond Pusros, with citiaensy 
th: body of dleanor on a bier, “Ps 


Ha! ve 
Zapbh. See, my friends where the ]mpofter ands 
With head cre€t, avif be enew not guilt. > 
Asif no tongue fpake fram Aleanor’s wound, 
Nor call’d for vengeance om him. 

Mab. Inpious yan! ‘ 
Is’t not enoughtoave {pil thyparentyblood,. 
But with atrocious Nad blafpheming lips 
Dar’ft thou arraign ftitute of wn? 

Zaph, ‘The fubltitute SSEE-qv'n! fois the fwe: 
The peitilence, the famine ; fue 
Such are the bleffings# 
By thee its delegates neymore, to mite "oe 
Oh, he tock pains, Palmira, upon us, 
Deluded us into fuel moaftrous co = 


As Nature ficken’d at conception 6 
How couldit thow oa? 

Mah. Babblery = ~ 

Zaph. Well thon upbraidit me for: 
Half brands me cowed. Ob, rerenges 
Revenge Aleanor’s ; 
Palinira’s wrongs, 2d ex 

ab. Hear mes ye 

Pal. Ah, hear him not! fraud d 

w» Zaph. Have at theeifiend Ha! 
[Zaphna advancing reels; 





to bea parridide? 
reproach—Come on—It will not be. 
down his fetord, and reclines on Pharon. 
unnerves my willing arm, > 
and weighs me down to earth, 
¢ ofrall who brave our law. 
have heard my voice, and now 
Let Heav’n be judge 'twixt Zaphna and myfelf, 
And infant blaft the guilty of the two. 
Pal, Brother! oh, Zaphna! 
Zapb. Zaphna now no more. 
down by Alcanor’s body, and leaning on the. bier, 
*:Ri.zron kneeling down qvith him and fupporting him. 
Down, down, good Pharon—Thou poor injur’d corfe,, 
May- i ¥mbrace thee? Wont thy pallid wound 
« Purple anew.at the unnatural touch, 
And voze frefh calls for vengeance? // 
Pal. Oh, my brother! 
‘Zaph. In.vain’s the lefs, ig of my heart s: 
High Heay’n detefts th’ i itary crime, 
And dooms for parrigiie—Then tremble tyrant 5. 
If the Supreme cangpunith errour thus, 
bie cvbad tortures muft axes 
Is grown leprous with fuch foul offences? 
of tow fate and_nature are at ftrife-—— 
‘ ell! with tranfport thould I quit 
tits toilfome, perilous, delufive itage, 
that I leave thee on’t leave thee, Palmira, 





wretches 
Tis mine'to deal the boltrat angry: 


Behold them there, and Jee the wretch 
"Premble at Zaphna’s fate, 

Can read his thoughts, 

Go, then, and tha 
For each day’s {un he gi 
Hence to your terug 






Pal, Alijftay! my heal 
By poifon mat by 
Mab. "Tis done 








Now fair Palmira—— 
Pal. Montter! is it thys 
‘Thou mak'ft thyfelfa god, by added crimes, 
And murders jultify'd by facrilege ? 
Mab. Think, exquifite Palmira! for thy fake 
Pal. Thou'ft beew the murderer of all my race. 
See where Alcanoypfee where Zaphna, lies; ex 
Do they not cz!) for me tooat thy hands? y 
Oh that they —— But Lean read thy thoughts = 
Palmira’s fav'd forfomething worfe than death; 
This to prevent Zaphnay I follow.chee. 
Sade herelf ssh Zaphna’s fgerd. 
thi ste lone! 
nt! 











ita’s cyt, * 

vut aut light [but otjthee-—— ge, 

. Farcwell dear viétim of my t 
The price of treathery, the reward of m 
Sink with thee to 
In vain are glory, worth 
Alkcong'ror as Lam Ign llay, 7g 
And by the world ador’d dwell with the dami'd. 
My crimes have planted fcorpiot 
Here, here, I feel them. ’T 
‘The hoit of terrours that invade my fo) 





I might deceive the world, myfelf J ca 
Ali, Be calm a while my Lord; thin! 
Mab, Ha! what am L? (Ta 

Ye breathlefs family, 


synte fight ; quick, quicktranfport me 
‘thanfion, where the fun 
ve the found of haman tread. 
Bidyrherefore ? itill I there, 
nd myfelNayAcy, that’s the hell—— 
2 (Drawing his froor 
clp, hold hing! (AU, 8c, difarm bit 
ftards! 
at can difarm your mafter. 
whofe pow’=T’ave long proclaim 
canft ; now if thou canit 
iftaiy of eternal night 
me from tht horrours t@t befet me. 
[Lxeunt Mahomet, Se. 
Pha. Oh! what a curfe is life when felfconvidtion 
Flings our offences hourly in our face, 
Anditurns exiftence torturer to itfelf! 
Here let the mad enthufiaft turn his eyes, 
Awdjee from bigotry what horrours rife, 
Here in the blackeft colours let him read i 
[2xcunt. 









"Phat Seal, by craft mifled, may a@ a deed 
By which both innocence and virtue bleed. 
seer! 

















Mier eeigs ore BY Ma. cA 
Lone bas the framefal 4 
Wak ffl riba igre 


pleaded ie 
cuflom in an Epilogue, 
as puct fon was a yoke. 
cafe it with a jokes J 
pe frskeh ide ‘virtuous fevay, 4 
| Orelfe the avdience go difpleas’d away. ; ; 
| How have I blufb'd to fee a tragich 
With illtim’d mirth difgrace the wéiiwrote feene,, ; 
From al all the vo folemnity of wo 
Trip nimbly ridicule a beau, 
Tho as sop Loofeft airs foe bad deme glenng 
Coquette the fan, and leer-a double meaning |, 
Shame on thefe arts that proflitute the bays! 
Skewes ie Me anne his ety Sate CCM o 
The bold but honeft Author of to-night 
een fe you if he pleafé not right. F 
bit wellmeant feene you chance to find 
to enoble or enlarge the mind, 
¥ bas found the means with hongf art 
fix the nobleft wifes in the ea 


In fofter accents to phe ber ta : 
f Bod bighbyy when virtue as ing, 
Enjoy with fede ‘welcome the . 

| And keep the heartfelsrelifh to the 


. From the APOLLO PRESS, 
by the MARTINS, 


"april 20. 1783. noe ht 
THE END. “7 





















THEODOSIUS; 
gi ae FORCE OF LOVE. 
A \GEDY. BY NATHANIEL LEE, 


Regulated, pompt< Wook, by peraiffion of the Managerry 
wv atx. Dophing raomrren. 








CHARACTRRISTICRS. 
courte of all my haresiels youtl—Ey'n to thie tir, T cannot eall in 
mi ‘hich T have done to Mame me. Thee with we retiveDevutes (0 
the Fow'r whom we slore—tI fwear (o leave the empire=To iber my Aer V heyuea!h the 
vworid. FHEODODIUS, 
hate to walk a tazy life swar—Let us ran the race which Fate hav (et before wim—And 
‘pod to the dark gncl—"Tis fald that from my youth Thave hen rahmmCholerv yah hifame 
Wynat my thought hax doom’d my Rand fall fesb=—t will falI—As Fay a1 
i refav'd—at any Greek or Rowan uf them all, Davetlefe Teome, 
MLatm not of thelr principle that take—A wrung fo far From bearing with a foe—1 would 
ide tet, ike old Rome: T would forto—Elhow Wh trations enund 
lavade, enlarge my empire t0 the bounde—f the to 
ynevatlone—T "afar the Roman gods, 

















ARAS 











ier, ine wrew-Om ube hard ground ts fare 

to fall no farther—Hi I this Y full po moat fect this wp fwoin thrwibing Reman fpirt 

SWAN burA unlefs Kutter whist 1 ought—What Ir life without my ho 

Teaven, the bate of all manking—tnad me sith malice, envy,dete 

ridtoallappredentvo—And the woysd Oise wryfa Meape baliiro—Oh, termper emer Mey 

Ye esrcious Gads—Liive ta my hat formesrance, to way Benrt—Fts confont kayalty. MAN 
‘sey but the word, 171 611 toe Mipponirome—With fyuadrowe (hal Mall wake the Emperrar 

e—We Mk Bre the court sbuvt bis earr—tew wr 
Mareid@—If thow art nat mare tran generale dead 
Mf your fpinit dare—¥ ou hal be 
























‘wUdt fy Lacie te a eurwartme 
Loci, 
your in bate, arricus 
Dale corpfey an gently ta\d tn earthen T 
amany fay the 's chatie and y's 8 viro.~ Kater Uns rit 
Seated upon the theune nf Wagener Te MiaM al eximmm 
‘Thy father’s curfe, that iy the pe ite Mold, my bear 
==-Winieh fo Lt Keep the reins LEONTINE: 
"What you comeyand ls terrible but (actod-—And to atone fur this too ervel dutyou-1 Ml 
fallow you AKAN TIS. 
Uf ele: I enarry-=Marcian (x my holband.-.Tnivire me, woman !—-That what my foil dee 
above the world.—May fem impr snd fore'é oe my afethions POLCHPRIA, 
Ainesid fuppoftioutan-No Athenals when the day behold (ueen--so feundoloudy ¥4is'ly 
ait thee dowe— The feorw of honor and the peuple’ pre ‘eontiney 
eduem——Thy ages bend {rum the defcending ate--Not tes'I few thy trembling binty Fach 
‘<Thy wrfatles all sbout thee Al's with Dios. 1 fot expire tu the ras {Jovem 
‘Be onse the objedt of velawful pleature-—My nice fal sbhurs the very Found---AtbeRs baa 
Map fooething in her perfos ane her virtue Worth the regard uf conperoate themfelven, 
OR! 1 fwear-=tlad he prov'a erve I woutl as exfly-~Hlave empty all my Bload and ¢y'4 
Wo ferve Bim=—Ax now 1 Met thele drups, ue vent thele ighs- —To Mew how well how pere 
Tove ihinwoI rage, Vira, 1 Mey ¥ die, for Lvee-n-1 am diftacted with this world 
‘af palfion---Dear Varance !~-Oh { Teould cru him ta my beart—-Whifper hho, oh fome 
angst what 3 °c doing-—-O8! my Varnes! tho? tey-birthi°s unejual—-My sistue fare hat 
srchnfcca 2 example-~Yes, my Varates | Bll way death 1 
‘Omaat! fad utorta thy dear lots Yermvam.-Llere} ob here! wm his cold bile beeall— 

























































\ EDINBURG: 
_ Ab tie Gyo Deeb by vx mani, fr Bell, cowoow, 1782, 
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‘0 HER GRACE THE 


SS OF RICHMOND. 


Jaton thor this Play received on the ftage, fome fowe 
Excepted, was more than I could well hope from fo 

e, from whom J alk but so much neceflary praife as 

“. ofive OF twice a-year at moft to gain their good company, 


keep me alive, 


‘not now that mankind that wan (beny 
Md 


the 
I's towepac'a War tad 
Poem ine naierver'e mackiog he wight Bay 
as or three hundred pears 4 
“Ast then ciate wp ble Uterration 
“FoR is imppqidle, in our limited time, (and I bring his opinion to 
ot ny On who is without comparifon the beft writer of the age) 
sfanit our jpApepm poem half fo perfed as we could make it. 1 
swith all humility, T ought to have taken 
= me pains in this Tragedy, becante it is dedicuted 
Grice, who bwing the belt judge, (and therefore can when 
vleait,make us tremble) yet with exceeding mercy have par 
bed the defects of ‘Theodofius, and given it your entire approtia 
My genius, Madam, was your fayourite when the poet was 
ahd openly reccived your fmiles before I had the honour 
race the molt fubmniffive gratitude for fo Ulultyiems and 
ees 2 proteétion. 'T'o let the world too know that you di * 
it beneath you w be officioully good, even from the ex- 
ts to difcern the lowett creatures, and give them all the 
nce you can, you brought her Royal Highnefs jult at 
ime, whofe fingle prefence on the Poet's day is a falr= 
‘im all the year after. Ab Madam! if all the short-lived 
wat miferahle poets can enjoy confifts in commendation 
the mott part are content with popular breath, and 
thankful, how fhall I exprefs myfelf to your Grace 
cular gooduefs and innate fweetnefs, mercly for the 
pg well, have thus raifed me above myfelf? To haye your 
ur is, ina word, to have the applaufe of the whole court, 
nobleft ornament; magnificent and eternal praife. Some- 
is in your mien fo much above that we vulgarly call 
that to me it feems adorable, and your prefence almott 
We dazzling and majeftick form is a proper manfion for 
ted foul. And let me tell the world, nay, fighing fpeak 
ous age, (I cannot help calling it fo when I think of 
ect) your extraordinary love for heroick poetry is not 
gument.to thew the greatnefé of your mind and fulucfs 
. To hear vow fpeak with that infinite fvectnets and 
of fpirit that is natural to your Grace is, methinks, to 
‘angels; it isto bemoan the prefent malicious times, 
A 


and remember the Golden Age;'but to’ behold y 
Prophets quite forget their heaven, and bind the 
rapture. 


reer pore 
Ke “itinehy erooght 
ar ghee 
Sioa 
‘Or sch ae need frill change atthe lal day 
Ziphares and Semandra were firft-your Grace's f- 0 
though Lought not, Madam, to praife your wit by your 
of my painting, yet I mult fay fuch charaéters every datber e n 
draw. It has been obferved againft me that I shaped aes 
faney; bat hope the world 
defpondence, and 
mend no man for ke 
‘hunters that follow 





errours of, 
’ 


oh! ewhat do ambitious flatefnen gain 
io into private chefs all nations drain? 
at fums of gold they hoard is dai 

Ui mens? coft, and fametimes to thei 


lawyer too, that like an O Tes bawls, 
drozwns the i i 


Bin at Wepninfor ond le for fee, 
aaadere seen ie, 


‘b 










Turn then, whoe'er thou art, thou 
Bis ink to gall, and in 
Forfwear all honefy, traduce the 

Grow impudent, and rail ae 
Burfling with fpleen pion Fe 
And chufe fome libel fpreader pratersyt iss 
‘The wit and want of Timon. mind, =o 
Aud for thy fatire Lijachjeanban 


‘THeopostus, —— 

Varanes, — 
Maxcian, 
Luecws, —— 

Arricus, chief prieft, 
Leontine, = —— 
ARantiEs, —_— 





Puvcneria4; 
Aruenats, —w 








ACT. E 





i , which the Chri 

Sas halite eee ts 

ana evr Porapak the fide-feenes foew the horrid 
oman tyrants 


ae :perfecuted the church, 
aed te fat poli ctr of tera, difiovers 
an altar ric whe ett peey Pea 
anders a’ |, gazingat a: croftin 
the air, eobich bein ‘encompa| ips ch “fi 
to view with thefe words diflintly written, ai 
vinces. Sie ie oa at 


at divine fervice walk 3p ond dro fll Ars 
ria att ‘all the pepe fio Sir 


ine rich’ robes pit haiben ‘wit 
Ate eral ies rk Dowel try oper 


A Chorus beard ata diffances 
. Paparz, prop re te rite bei, 
rie temic ath wwe pos os, 
the altars, wath the thrines, 
(Breese 


dawn’d? 





=o porate: 

“ Next in degree to thofe 

* Who never fell nor ftain’d n 

‘What fall Tanfwer, how fall Tapp 0 

Since my converfion, whieh your breat! 
Attic. To fee this day the Emp’rour 6 

Leaves all the pleafures that the earth cau 

«« That Nature can beflow.orart 

“In his life's fpring and bloom of gaw. 

“ Confin’d tg narrow rooms and gicomeas 

“ Fafting and exercifes of devotion, 

“ Which from his bed at midnight mutt 

‘To undergo the penance of a * 

Methinks, oh” Lenitieef "tis ‘coieal 

ver reach. — 


Than rae philofophy could 1 ee 
you have amaz’ 


Tie: ‘et more: to our religion’s lafti 
Mariana gad Plaats paces 

* Imperial born, caft in the 

Thee cer the hands of Beauty form 

The mirrors of our court, where 


« And Innocence might copy Iu 
To-day with Theodofius leave pelagic world, 


ive full to fuch triumy 
litic, No, tine ; I fear there isa 
For when I laft confefs'd the Emperour 
« Whether difgut and 0 
« From reftlefs paffions urg’d not thi 
He only saiectiae tert Nee” 
**Tis fure his foul is of the t k 





: fission wicwrises nearly 
ity fou! fell mounting in his faces 
fe fo diff’ rent tempers 
orm'dia perfeét union, 
di = pacrerscersi oma 
challenge world, 
be matches 


by me to Athens”) 
ich Nature gave her, 


‘his feornfal prince in thort, he fore'd me 


Bihither, with deep proteltations 


Vananes and Arnenats. 
nge, oh Athenais! wondrous all, 
‘mpe wonderful the altars. 





me would the facred breath-of Atticus 
ire your breaft, purge all heerlen ity 
And A delve the Ashovaip ‘rom’ 

* To make a room whom 

“ Of your rude wa cannot 
Var. What fays my fair! drive 

« Start me not into frenzy, left I rail ‘ 

“ Atall rdigion and fall out with Heav'n2” > 

And what is fhe, alas! that would fuppéint thee? 

Were he the miftrefs of the world, as fair’ > 

As winter ftars or fummer fetting fans, 

And thou fet by in nature's plaineft drefs, 

mola twas: modett look when firft I fawthee 

ie heirefs of a hilot a Recor 

1 je teary wily sitio, ; 
Glory ai + Lwould not lofe'a thought 

Nor cat an eye that way, but rath to thee,’ 

‘To thefe lov'd arms, and lofe mylelifor ever, a ee a 
Athen. Yorbear my Lord. te 4 
Var. Oh, cruel "Athenais! . 

‘Why doit thou put me off who pine to death, ~ 

And thruft me from thee when Poul penne a d 

Can there be au; Sige birchighty % 

Thy glorousovsd and ill. tod greatly 

Since Athenais feorns re eres = 

Your ill-tim’d honours; take ‘em, ee ‘ean, pode 

And change me to fome humble villager, ‘ 

» Tf fo at lait for toils at fcorching noon 
rt meadows or in reaping fields 
it fhe-will but crown me with a fmile, 


Yet with Pemigy I would:demand~ 
‘Wherein appears my feorn or peewee: 
Have I not for your fakeabandon'd home, ~ 
‘Where I had vow'd to spend my calmer days? “4 
But you perhaps imagine it but little: 
Fora poor ais bey A 
Efpecially the daughter 
Yet] mvt tell you 
Var. 1 cannot bear 





it all his vows to Heav’n, 
, al pe of beauty. [Exeunt. 
Enter Tux ovostus leading Mantana and¥Fuavivra, (all 
three be ema white) followed by Purcnensa. 
Theo, Farewell Pulcheria, and I pray no more, 
For all thy kind complaints are loft upon me. 
we Jynot {worn the world and I mutt part? 


ape ‘dit; therefore weep no more: 


not the tend’reft part of Theodofius, 
be ielding foul, that. would expire in calms:”” 
ps Wound me not wit tears and I will tell thee, 
it farewell for ever, 
HERE canke ofall my fafPrings. Oh my fier! 
WADI 


leeding:heart, the ftings of pointed love, 
conititution foft as mine can bear? 
ule. My Lord, my Emperour, my deareft brother! 
m ue this while did you conceal it from me? 
. Beeaufe L was afham’d to own my weaknefs; 
«4 knew thy fharpet wit and {kriGter wifdom 
«« Would dart reproofs which I could not endure.” 
iw near, oh Atticus! and mark me well, 
‘never yet did my complaining fpirit 
this weighty fecret on him, 
groan a fyllable of her ffion. 
> - Concealment'was a fault; but {peak at large, 
bi the wound, and I will pour in balm. 
‘ Ph da cle cc teas remembrance ! 
ul pmy Wi it 
my heme call down shofe warner 





"The fweetefE folitude I ever faves 
‘When ftraight, as if enchantment h 
‘Two charming 


Who bathing ftood far in the 
But oh! what thought can paint 
Or give a glimpfe a} 
ae nen Venus in the courts b i 
en the green ny: o 
Ail poli fair seat with ot ei gl 
Could in my dazzling fancy match her brightnefs 
Attic, Think where you are. 
Theo. Oh Sir! you mult forgive me: 
‘The chafte eathufialtick form ay 
AAs when I faw her; yet I fwear Pulcheria, , 
Had cold Diana been a looker on * 
She mut have prais'd the virtues of 
“ The Satyrs could not grin,” for the was sequen 
riya her baked bofom oh i 
own to her knees.the nymph was wrapp’d in 
But ob! ica Reraaettecaats too much! 
« Her legs, her arms, her hands, her neck, her 
* So nicely thap’d, fo matchlefs in their lutte ;” 
Such allperfection, that I took whole di 
illing love, and ever fince have langui 
With ling'ring furfeits of her fatal beauty : 
« Alas! too fatal fure !”"—Oh Atticus! 
Forgive me, for my ftory now is done, 
‘The nymph was drefs’d, and with her two 
Having defery’d me, beep and fled away, 


Leaving me motionlels, tine, , 
‘Th hikeuBler of ty youth, hy chatcecametie 
And wak’d me from the wonder that entrane’s 
Attic, Behold, my Lord, the man who 
‘The harbinger of Prince Varanes here. 

Enter Leontine, 
Theo. Oli Leontine, ten thoufand: 
"Thou fofterfather of my tender yout 
« Who rear'd the: and 
«© How fhall 1 upop 





is my Lord, with all th’ expeéting joys 
id lover: from his eyes 
eith, and boiling Fancy forms 
us {till before him: 
pey'ry word, is Theodofius. 
yet anfwer me once more; 
pI demand thee. 


illing snd prepar’a- 
ANTHES, and Attendants. 


Wp a 


Cae ‘het Lint Hieav’n-could fend 
fing foul, a thoufasd welcomes? 
thee new ftarts of glory 
and with a backward od bound 





Now with a full career come thu 
‘The precipice and fweat along 
» Oh glorioustime ! and: 
Have call’d ns home, fay, did we rel 
‘When on the ftage to the admiring 
We ftrove to reprefent Aleides’ fur 
Tn all that raging heat aid pomp 
With-which the ftately Seneca adorn’ 
So lively drawn, and painted with fuclyt - 
‘That we were fore’d to give it o’er, fo loud » 
The virgins fhriek’d, fo fait they dy’d 
Var. My Theodofius {till ; tis my 
And by the gods we'll {ee thofe timesagai 
Why then has. Rumaur wrong'd thee, 
Chriftian enthufiafm had charm’d thee!from us; 
‘That drawn by prieits, and wark’d by 
‘Thou hadé laid the golden reins of empire down ~ 
And fworn thffelf a votary for every © 
Theo. *Tis almoft true; and-had not 
‘The folemn bus’nefs had by this been ndeds 
‘This L have made the Emprefs of the Batt 
My elder filer: thefe with:me retire, 
Devoted ta the pow’r whom we adore, «, 
Var, What pow’r is that that merits fuch 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious ™ 
"Than any that e’er mingled with the gods, 
Yet ev'n to him my father never offer'd 
More than a hecatomb of bulls and. horfess 
Now by thofe goldea beams that glad the world 
I {wear it is too.much; for one of thefe 
But half fo bright our god would drive no mores. 
He'd leave the darkemd globe, and in fome cave _ 
Enjoy fuch charms for éver. vital 
Auiic. My Lord, forbears «a 
Such language docs not fuit with our 
Nothing profane muft dare to murmur: 
Nor {lain the hallow’'d beauties of the 
‘Yet thus far we muft yields the 
Is not:enangh prepar’d to leave the 
Var, Thus low, moft Rev'rend of 





ife away 5 
¢e which Fate has fet before us, 
gaol. 


iny 
h toot Oh my Varanes! 
¢ thefe coflly dithes fet before me? 
da thefe founds of pleafure ftrike my cars? 
thefe joys brought to my fick remembrance, 
ve no appetite, but am to fenfe 
Fro» head to foot all a dead palfy o’er? 
* Fear not my friend ; all thall be well 
n nd ways and thoufand tories 
pepleafure. We'll unlock 


= lied upon each other 
ur tend’reft cares, and quite unbar thofe doors. 
ich fhall be fhut to ali mankind befide.”” 


‘c- Silence and rev’rence are the temple’s dues, 
while we purfue the facred rites” 
"d, or quit she srfi lace. 
Imperial now twin-{tars of heawn, 
+ Anfwer the fucceffor of Chryfoltom, 
‘Without leaft refervation aniwer me, 
y, thofe harmonious rules I charg’d ye learn.’* 





“* Can you in broken flumbers 
“ And by alflidtion merit heav'n 


Chor. Say, Votaries, can this be do 
‘While we the grace divine implore 
‘The word ie Jf, the battles og 
And fin thall never charm ye ak 


Maaiwa fings. = 
‘The gate to blifs does open ir?) 


If aught that's vain my thoughits politi, 
Or any paffions govern here : 
But what divinity may blefs, ‘ 

‘Ob, may I never enter there? 





} Hark, hark! choir, 
"They cheave the air in bright attire, 
And Aete each angel-brings, 
And #ark! divinely thus he fings: 
Q}—Tothe Pow'rs divine atl glory be eiv'a 
‘#4 By men wpon earth and angels in heav'n. 
| [Sceneglrutiy and all the Priefls, with Marina and Flavilla, 
difappear. 
_. Puleh, For ever one! for ever’parted from me! 
Theodofius! till this cruel moment . 
‘never knew how tenderly I lov’d *em 5 
> But on this everlafting feparation 
\. Methinks my foul has left me, and my time 
Of difflution points me to the grave. 
@. Oh my Varanes! does not now thy temper 
nething of its fire? doft thou not melt 
compafiion of my fifter’s fate, 






@ith one relenting thonght? —- 
dar’d foul rolls inward; melancholy, 
before, now comes upon me, 
d I begin to loathe all human greatnefs: 
figh not then, nor thy hard fate deplore, 
Gr ‘tis refolv’d we will be kings no more: 
Vell fi ourts, and Love fhall be our guitie, 
pve, that’s more worth than all the world befide. 
\ Princes are barr’d the liberty to roam; 
ie fetter’d mind ftill languifhes at home; 
golden bands fhe treads the thoughtful round, 
nefs and cares eternally abound ; 
air the goddefs would unbind 
dwith{ceptres and to crownsconfin’d. [Exe. 


Poucuerra. 
Turse for the 
Be fwift, let th’ agent haite to 


Jul. Heis; to-day Lfaw him in 
Sharp to the courtiers, ashe ever wae, 
Becaufe they went not with him to the | 
To.you he bows, and fues to kifs 

_ _ Pulch, He thal, my deareft Julia! 
‘The fecret of my foul. If eer L marry — 

~ Marcian’s my bufband: he’s a man, 1) 
‘Whom I ave ftudy’d long, and d 
Old Rome at ev’ry glance looks thro” 
And kindles the ders. Some 

~ Run thro’ his frame which I could 


He fickens at the foftnefs of the Emp"raitry 
And {peaks too freely of our female court, 
Then fighs, comparing it with what Beene 


Enter Mancian and Luciy 

Pulch. Ha! who are dare: 
‘With more than barb’rous infolence? 

Mar. At your feet : 
Behold Teaik the f of 
And kneel to kifs your 

Pulch, Put up your fword s 
‘And ere I bid you welcome ftom the wars 
Be {ure you clear your honour of this; 
Or, Marcian, leave the court. 

Mar. Thus then, Madam: 

receiv’d me with aff 





‘ae fil cr vee om Soe’ ry 
no we h leave rol z 

in the trath 5 we te julgnent 

¢ own juttice: if I have done ill 

ce me, and I'll leave the court for ever. - 
Firft, you are welcome, Marcian, from the wars, 
Leer snanirare chat 


you the action. 


Gods, andthou, founder ofold Rome! 
vee i 


‘What ta alngh 





Di ew wrod ite te Emer 
orn’d and ’d, becau! ipa atee 
Nor plant his feet as fome of them 
feo 
“ His tailor——another faid he look’d 
“As if he had notloft his maidenhead... =. 
por ain Waren Way 
uthority, preeminence, degree and 1 virtues 
Let Rome be never mention’d ; no, i'th’ name 
Ofall the gods be the forgotten ever! 
Effeminate Perfians and the Lydian foftnefs 
Make all your fights: Marcian thall out no more, 
picky Berens ascveser sarc: 
And my {wol'n eyesrun o’er, to think this worth, 
his fuller honowr than the whelecourt hela, 2 
Should be ridiculons to knaves and fools, , 
“ Should ftarve for want of what is meceflary 
“ To life’s convenience, when luxurious bawds va 
age eran eee ea 
perk can har it an engine.” 
leh. Why did sbi inform the ar?) 
ten Beate he wi not hear me. ! 
He flies from this bad world; and ftill when wars 
And dangetscome he runs to his devotions, 
PAP Karmen. oe tamara Aare 
Which Conftantine began. 
Pulch, How, Mareian! are not you 
Of that religion which the: ‘rour owns? 
Mar. No Madam. If — perme ve 





Nong; long;may the: 
A mutt fay his gentle oe 
the oriental 
on Titiiagecea’s oh Gods! 
the image of that {pirit, 
h like a pyramid revers’d is grown 
very nama paint to the moft dreadful greatnefs: 
msenernty Saree “ a 
i heading jerce fquadrons, 
ike he hin pe o'er the hardy Gauls, 
[e feems another thunderbolt oe war.” 
“Pulch, Loft’ have blam’d my brother moft for this, 


Yar, Forgive me, Madam ! 
ink that all the greatnefs of your fex, 
ie’s Clelia, and thefam’d Semiramis, _ 
‘ith all the Amazoniaf valourtoo,’” 
in Pulcherias yet I fay forgive me 
‘ith reluétance I behold a woman 
at the empire’s helm and fteer the world. 


“A! Pulch, He ye I a 
Mar. “ Mark but the growin, 
r Js ‘The moft aufpicious nate 


omen of Benet 
; [That Tecan their late Salique L Law, 
(5 tana ir priefts the Sali, and pronounc’d 
“ To ftand for ever, which excludes 
in ‘From the im 


all women 
crown.” But oh! I fpeak 
thofe infinite grievances 
murmur. In the army 
like Hannibal, 





rr 


I faid ’t was true the Ey 
Who dealt too coldly = hisfaithfnl fervuatay 
And paid their great arrears bysfegondedumnds = 
I promis’d too when we returo’d tp court” 
‘Things thould be mended— 
But how, oh Gods! forgive my bi 
To the eternal fhame of female cous 
And to the blaft of Theodofius’ nam<, 
Whom never warlike chronicle & yeution, 
* Oh, let me fpeak it a Ronzuf tpitis !”” 
‘We were receiv'd like undone prodigrn's, 
By curs'd ungrateful Rewards, with cold looks, 
Who yet got all by thofe poor wretches’ ruin, 
* Like malefadtors at the hands of juitice. 
* Lbluth, Lalmoit weep, with burfling rag 
Tf thus receiv’d how paid our long arrears? 
« Why, as intrufted mifers pay the rights 
Of helplefs widows or the orphans’ tears. 
“Oh foldier! for to thee, to thee I ipeak it, 
«© Bawds for the drudgery of citizens’ wives 
« Would better pay debilitated {tallios 
Madam, [ave faid perhaps too much 
Tt matters not ; for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard ground is fure to fall no further, 
Pulch. \ave giv'wyou patient hearing, honcf: Marcio, 
And as far as I’can fee into your temper, 
« T {peak my ferious judgment in cold blood, 
«© With ftriGeft confultation on the matter,” 
I think this feeming plain and honeft Marcian 
An exquifite and moft notorious traitor. 
Mar. Ha! traitor! 7 
Puch, Yes, a moft notorious traitor. o 
Mar. Your grandfather, whofe frown 
Would not have call’d me fo—or if he 
Pulh. You would have taken it” 
bus’nefs. 
‘Was’t not enough, oh Heav'n thou know’ 
At firft to own’ yourfelf an infidel, 
A bold contemner, ev’n to blafphemy, 
Of that religion which we all profefs, 
For which your heart’s bett blood can ne’ 
But you mutt dare witha feditious army 








Pe 
& 





‘Thus to confpire againft the Emperour? 

I mention not your impudenceto me, 
‘Taxing the folly of my government 

Ey'n tomy face, fach an irreverence 

# }{are no barb'rous Vandal would have urg’ 
‘ptfides your libelling all the court, as if 


\. You had giiyanfi'd the whole world’s honelty, 


And flatt'rers, fools, and fycophants, and knaves, 
Such was your language, did ialvabit there, 

Mar. You wrelt nty houeft meaning, by the gods 
‘Pu do; “ and if you thus go on I feel 


~ « My ftruggling fpirit will no longer bear it." 


i 
R 










Pulch. 1 thought the meaning of all rational men 
Should {till be gather’d out of their difcourfe 5 
Nor are youfo imprudent without thinking 
*Lo cont fuch words, tho’ now you fain would hide it. 
'senind the guilt and balk the accufation, 
But think ft you hall feape fo eafily = 
Onfe more I do confront you as a traitor; 
‘And as I am intrulted with full pow’r, 
Diveit you in the name of Theodofius 
‘Of all your offices, commiffions, honours, 
Command yow leave the court within three days, 
* Loyal plain-dealing honeft Marcian. 
\ Mar. Gods! gods! 
Pulch, “ What now? Ha! does'the traitor murmur? 
‘ “Tf in three days—mark me—'tis I that doom thee— 
“ Rah inconfiderate man, a wretch beneath 
« The torments I could execute upon thee,” 
Tf titer three days? fpace thou’ rt found in court 
ly'ft; thy head, thy head fhall pay the forfeit. 
now rail, and-curfe the court, 
re t’ abule the beft of princes, 
lela tongue lah allitcan; =~ 
dma rave, deplore thy fortune 
gh at thee.” Then baite toth’ army, 
Jead the multitude; 
cs, and drive the giddy beaft 
~. Nay; if thou weep'ft I’m gone. 
T thall weep too. . 
Pthat I the heart thould fee 
‘mutt lord it oveme. [4 
* [Bxeunt Pulch. and Fulia. 










24 
Lue, Why da ree 5 
You are and hall be il era). 
Say but the word I'l fil ee ippoitrome 
‘With fquadrons that halk make the Zitmp’ ronr teat 
We'll fire the court shout hisears. 
Methinks, like Junius Brovisy 1 have watch'd 
An opportunity, and nowt comes, 
Few words and | are friends; bet, noble Mareian! 
Tf yet thou art Hot more thay! general 
Ere dead of night fay Lucius is. cen! 
Mar. I charge thee in the cof all the gods 
Come backs Tebargethec by the nam of Friend, 
All's well, and I rejoite ] am-no general, 






But hufh! within direc tays we mutt begong, | 
And then, my friend. farewell to ceremony ” 
We'll fly to fome far diftant lonely villa vey = 
Forget our former ftite, eniireed with (avery 57s 


And when night comés, ” 
With bodies coarfely fill’d and vacant fouls 
Sleep like the Tabotted lbinds, aad nesex Chimp 
For if I think again Jfhall go mad> 
Enter Luowtine and Avarsavg. 
Therefore no thought. But fee, were interpupted, 
‘Oh court! oh Emperour!—yet let death threate 
T’ll find a time; till then be {till my foul 
« No gen’ral now; a snember of thy countryy 
« But moft corrupt, therefore to be cat offs 
« Loyal plain-dealing boneft Maccian. 
“ A flave, a traitor, Oh ye eternal\Geds!"”— 
Leon. So Athenais, now out compliment 
To the young Perfiah pines isat ane: 
What ches semata ee 
And bid him everlaitingly U2 
Athen, My Lord! = 
Leon. fay that decency wequaree = 
We thould be gone, nor can 8 Soy 
Athen. Mok trac my Lord! 
Leon. The cours inaiow at 
‘The Emp’rour’s fifters are 
And he himfelf cette 
But that we bid adiew 
Athen. Ah Sirk 


3 





Leon. 1 weuld not 5 

‘Thou art the only comfort of my age: 

we Like an old tage I ftand amonght the forms; 

> "Phou art the only limb that Thaveleft me, {She kneels. 
2 y dear green branch ! and how I prize thee, child, 

“rieav'n only knows. Why doft thou kneel and weep? 

Athen, Brose you are fo good, and will, I hope, 
Forgive my fault, who firlt occafion’. . 

Leon. Lcharg’d thee torreceive and hear the prineg. 
Athen, You did; aad oh! my Lord, I heard too much, 
a Pe amuch, I fear, for my eternal quiet. 

Leon, Rife Athenais; credit him who bears 
Move years than thou: Varanes has deceiv’d thee. 
Athen. How do we differ theuz You judge the prince 
Impious and bafe, while I take Heav'n to witnefs 
i think him the moft virtuous of men ; 
Therefore take heed, my Lund, hoyy you accufe him 
Before you make the trial. Alas Waranes! 
“If thou art falfe there’s no fuch.thing on earth 
As folid goodnefs or fubftantial honour. 
‘A thoufand times, my Lord, he lias fworn to give me 
And I believe his oaths) his crows and empire 
ure day I make hitivmatter of nly heart. 
Leon. That day he’ll mak& thee mittrefs of his pow’r, 
Which carries a foul name among the vulgar. 
f No,*Azhenais, let me fee thee dead, 
Borne a pale corpfe, and geatly laidgp earth, 
So 1 may fay he’s chafte and dy’d a virgin, 
Rather than view thee with thefe wounded eyes 
potiithethrone of Ifdigerdes, 
Guuiemon tongues, the nobles’ fcorn, 
that is, the prince’s whore. 
d fuppofition! how I deteft it 
that fees my fecret thoughts? 
= my Lord, been taught by you 
ee and feverell virtue, 
h, to know no end of life, 












THEODOSIV: 


That aged head from the defending axe, 
Not tho’ I faw thy trembling body rack’d, 
Thy wrinkles all about thee fill’d with blood, 
Would J far empire to the man £ love 
Be made the objeé of unlawful sole ttre. 
Leon. Oh, greatly faid, and by the boos which warms 
Which runs as rich as any Athens livlssy ~ yous 
Tt would impeove the virtue of the rs arld 
If ev'ry day a thoufand votaries 
‘And thoufand virgins came from fart 
Athen, Look down ye Pow’rs, take opt 
‘The rigid principles ye have infus’d ; 
Yet oh, my noble father! to convince YOU, 
Since you will have it {y.propo% a marriage, ” 
‘Tho’ with the thoughtys dover with blufhess 
Not that I doubt the were to doubt) 
‘The Heav'ns thenclyes. | tow be iv alltrath s 


thee! 














But modety———— 





The virgin’s troublefome 
‘That, that alone ick 

Leon, T with to Heayin 
‘There prove no greatust lye 
Behold the princes Ly 
And when oceatio 





sultant guefty 





one bo epee little; 8 
Tacgod ye wonld S raider high 

‘Phis is the nature of thy prince: but oh! 
As to the world thy judgment foars above me, 
And I am dar’d with this gigantick honour; 
Glory forbids her profpeét to a crown, 
Nor muft fhe gaze that way: my haug 
"That day when the afcends the eee. 
Will leave my body pale, and to the 
Retire in bluthes, and quite loft for eve 

Aran, What do you purpofe then ? 

Var. 1 know not what. 
But fee, fhe comes, the glory “of my 
‘The only bus’vefe of my inflant thougi 
My foul’s beft joy, and all my true 

i fear I cannot bear thefe Bes. 
The ftrong impulfes, which 
Dead at thy feee—— 





we obeed? 


| dal: w osbeios 4 


Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 
Tn me fo harfh or cruel that you fear 
a To fpeak your gricfs? 
Var. Firlt let me kneel and fwear, . 
‘And on thy hand feal my religious vow; 
Straight let the breath of gods blow me from earth, 
Swept {je book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, th Athenais! 
To all the Perfian greatuets. 
' Athen. Ubelieve you 
poser have heerd you {wear as much before. 
~ ” Var. Hait thou? ob, why then did I fwear agsin, 
~ But that my love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
‘And could no better way expreSpmy paffion? 
Athen. Oh, rifemy Lord!——— 
Var. Lwilldo ev'ry thipg 
Which Athenais bids: if there be-yore 
% In nature to convince thee of mylove 
* 4+ “Whifper it oh, fome god, into™my ear, 
And on her breaft thus to her lining foul 
| [ll breathe the infpirat Wilkthou not fpeak? 
wit. but one figh, no more! ce rise fuflice 
‘or all my valt prodigal love ? 
«Oh Athenais! what Pao ordo — 
} "To gain the thing I with ? 
{ “Athens * What's that my Lord? 
hs Var. “ Thus to approach thee ftill, thus to behold 
\ * Tt 









* Yet there is more”’- Cd 
a, Athen, My Lord, I dare not hear you. 
Var. Why dott thou frownatwhatthou doft not know? 
’Tis an imagination which ne'er piere’d thee; 
Yetuas 't is ravifhing ’tis full of honour. 


mmeagmiet, Lut not doabt you Sirs bot oh! Ttemble 
So think if Tdigerdes fhould behold you, 
Shoiold hear you thus protefling to a maid 
J re0F 90 degree but virtue'in the warld— 
___ Par. No more ofthis, no more} for I difdain 





All pomp when thou art by. Far be the noife 
Of kjdgs and courts from us, whofe gentle fouls 
“yr der far have Gee'd another way 
ree as the foreft birds we ll pair together, 
| + Wthoot rememb fing who our father were, 
- "ey 








rae Pa = - 
‘THLODOSIVS. an 
Fly to the arbours, grots, and fow'ry meads, 
And in foft murmurs interchange our fouls, 
‘Together drink the cry{tal of the ftream, « 
Ortalte the yellow fruit which autumn yields, 
And when the golden ev’ning calls 1s home 
Wing to our downy neft and fleep till morn. 
Athen. Ab Prince !no more: forleq, Wilpon to cha 
Since Tam doom'd to leave you $for ever. * [mney 
Var. Hold, Athenais— 
Athen, 1 know your rayal venhpesy 
And that high honour rej in pour breat, 
Which would difdaiv to walhe (omy hours - 
With one of humble blood compard to you 
Unlefs ftrong paliion fy" your thoughts to love hers 
Therefore receive, olf ’rince! and take'it kindly, 
For none on earth: bul you coylss win it from me, 
Receive the gift of sq) eteredt love» - 
‘Tis all I can bellow ty it little, 
(For fore a heart fo eoldiychaile as mine 
No charms but your's, wy Lord, cowl cer have warm’ » 
Var. Well have you conde amends by this laft comfort 
For the cold dart you ‘hot at me before» 

























For this lait goodnefi,.th my Arbeuilts! 

ed now methinks I onghe eall you mine) yg 
empty all my foul in thawks before you: 

Yet oh! one fear remains, like death it chills me, = * 


Athen. Look there, and ceafe your wonder. Ihe 
‘T’ obey my father, and he calls me hence—— —_[fwoi 
Enter Leontine. " 
Var. Ha, Leontine! by which of all my aétions 
Have I fo deeply injur'd thee to merit i 
The finarteft wound revenge could form ¢o end me 
Leon. Anfwer me now, ob Prince! for virtue promy 
And honefty will dally now no longer: {me,* 
‘What can the end of all this paffion be? A 
Glory requires the {tri@ account, and afke 
What you intend at laft to Athenais? 
Var. How, Leontine! b 4 
Leon, You faw her, Sir, at, Athens, faid you lov’ 
I charg’d her humbly to reccive the honour, 
And hear your paffions Has the not, Sir, obey'd mine 
+ 


Why my relenting love did talk of parting ! “J 










wu 








LLL ay 
 ABTy THEODOSIUS.- 2 


Var. She has, I thank the gods; but whither wouldit 
Leon. Having refolv’d to vilit Theodofius [thou? 
+ You {wore you would not go without my daughter, 
Whereon I gave command that the thould follow. 
Var. Yes, Leontine, my old remembrancer, 
’d of all philofophers, you did. 
fonyg.the has attended: you have feen her, 
Sounded herysirtues ead her imperfeétions ; 
Theréfore, dread Sir |-fargive this bolder charge 
Which honour fourits, ayd now let me demand yous 
Var. Now help, Arahthes, or I'm dafh’d for ever. 
&.__ ~4oan. Whatever happet, Sir, difdain the marriage. 
© Leon. Can your high thou es fo far forget themfelves 
+P’ admit this humble virgin for'your bride 
Var. Ha! ~~~ i 
Athen. He bluthes, gous! and ftemmers at the queftion | 
Leon, Why do you waland ope yourfelf my Lord? 
‘gg The bus’nefs is not much. \ ‘ . 
W Yar. Mow, Leontine! 
4 Not much! I know that the deigrves a crown; 
Yet ’tis to reafon much, tho’ noto love: 
And fure the world would blufh t) fee the daughter 
Ofa philofophes upwmthe thront of Cyrus. 
Athen, Undone for ever. 
Leon. Is tItis: your anfwer Sir? 
A. * Yar. Why doft thou urge me thus, and pufh me'to 
™* The very brink of glory? where, alas! * 
L look and tremble at the vait defcent ; 
= Yet ev’n there to the vait bottom down 
My rath advent’rer Love would have me leap, 
And grafp my Athenais with my ruin. 
Leon. Tis well my Lord 
‘ar. Why doft thou then provoke me? 
yl thought that Perfia’s court had ftore of honour: 
re , To fatisfy the height of thy ambition. 









Befides, old man, my Love is too well grown. 
= JT o want a tutor for his good behaviour: 
» What he will do he of himfelf will do, 
Ang.xot be taught by you—— 
.- Loon. Lknov' be wil wot 
*, Fond tears away! I know, I know he will not; 
\ *Ciijy 


ian 
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But he would buy with his old man’s preferment 
My daughter's thame. 
Far. Away, I fay! my foul difdains themotion. 
Leon. The motion of a marriage; yes, I fe@it: 
Your angry looks and haughty words betray it; 
I found it at the firft. I thank yotfSir, . 
You have at laft rewarded your old tufoe }> 
For all his cares, his watchipet fertices : ’ 
Yet let me tell you,Sit, thie hunible wha, 
‘This dauphtce of a.poor philof’phey, = 
Shall, if the pleafe, bc fcated’ofwthroe 9 A 
As high as thatof the immoxtal Cyrus. 2 
Var. think that aye gud deep phitofophy Lge | 
Have crack’d thy beaiyy"Farcwell, ol@ Theo atic ie 
Retire to reit and whtn this brawlwg’hamous 
Is.rock’d aileep Dl re my Athens, 5 
And clear th’ accouy of low which thou hatt blot 














\ 


Leon. Old Leontine! Perhaps Pm mad ined | 


But hold, my hesrt, nth that folid wriuc ~ 
Which I fo long ador’@ ftill keep theteins. 5 3 
Oh Athenais! but I will nor chidetlgg > F 
Fate is in all our adtinn®; aod moti, 5 } 
At leaft a father judges fo, as F 


Rebuk’d thee fmartly for thy ealinefs: ~ 

‘There is a kind of mourafa! eloquence 

In thy dumb shiehntis thames all clam’rous forrows. 
Athen, “ Alas! my breait is full of death; methinks’ 

7 fear ev'n you 2 
Leon. Why fhouldft thou fear thy father? 
Athen, * Becaufe you have the figure of a man !2?" 

Is there, oh {peak ! a poflibility ‘ 

To be forgiv’n? “~~ 
Leon. Phy father does forgive thee, 

And honour will ; but on this hard condition,. 

Never to fee him more- 


< 
“Athen. See him! oh Heav'ng! 4 
, 





Laon. Uniefs it be, my daughter, to upbraid bis 
Not tho” he fhould repent and ftraight return, — 
Nay, proffer thee his crown——No m 
Honour too cries revenge, revenge 
Revenge thyfelf, revenge thy injur’d 








To thew how well/how 6 ' Tlov'd Kime 
Leon. No woman fare but thou, fo low in fortune, 


re the nobler is thy fair example, 
* Would thos have griev’d beca ce ador’d her: 
Noriwill it bebeliew'd int ¥ 
‘That there waseverfuch amaid in being: 
Yetdo or i ly virtue 
And hace difdiaiti thee for his bride 
» Scorn thou to bé-—— > , 
ithen. Hol, Six pohiy 








‘That I will ftarveere once: 
And thus let’s join to pon apn the paste 
‘That empire could not tempt a old man 


To fell his prince the honour of his daughter, 
And fhe too match’d the fpirit of her fathers 


‘Tho? humbly born and yet more h 
She for her fame refus’d a royal bed 
Who tho’ the lov’d yet did put 

Nor could her virtue be Teer 
Patterns like thefe will guilty improve, —~ 
Aind teach the fair to bluth at Sénfcious love: - 
«Then let all maids for hon#ur come in viewy——— 
“ Tfany maid can more for glory doo? 












Come to my arms, mg’ faithful dear Aranthes,, 

Soft counfellor, compiinion of m: ! 

If I had longer been ane my ) 

With the diitraction that nds my heart 

My hand would have rebell’d againft his maiter 

And done a murder here. m 
Aran. The gods forbid! et 
Var. 1 fwear I prefs thee with as hearty joy 

* As ever fearful bride embrac’d her man 

“* When from a dream of death fhe wak’d, and found! 

“ Her lover fafeand Sepak by herfide.” 


Aran, The caule my 
Var. Early thou know’tt laft ni ¥; eee to reft ~ 
But long, my friend, ere 

Long was the combat fought ‘twixt ary Slgic glory; 

"Phe fever of my paffion burnt me up; 

My angs grew , and my rack was doubled, 4 





freckisipeeamaikier ieee: 5 
«That mortal pain wn fron ay lab hog 
« My, more deep eqrreed dying gafps;’” 
"Ther ce caer ehscl gas eer aa 


ailaal 






Uk 


eee T do conjare thee tell Her, tell her-all 

yn “ My fears can urge or fondnefs can invent 5 
Tell her how I repent ; fey any thing, 

For any thing I Thee t to quench my fires:” 

Say I will marry beady on the inftant ; 

_ Say Fe IT would fe i in the end 

«My than gods can utter. 
Aran. My’ Word, ah Lepatine and the are gone 

ey theit bi mi. 











ow! whither? 

¢ etapleyment all this day; 
¢ Sir_-Lgcieve to Speak A they huve left 

xB. S. behind for care to as. ‘em/out; 

nw pUikblg——— 

Gar. Ue is, teal sy 

EMttraggle with impllibbilities 
Mo find my Athenaiseagt the wall 
Of Athens nor of Thebes thay bi 
rie ‘ll bring the force of all ory 
And lay ‘em walte but I'll e 
¥ os Leontine! morofe ald Leo 
if iro mere philofophier! ob, cruel 
Who for one hafty Worl, one chai'rick doubt, 
Me turn'd the feale, tho” » the facred balance 










My lifes my glory, and my » hung! 
Aran. Mo fure, my Li are tid to Athens, 
‘ie ~ Twill fend poft to-night —~ 
Var. No, no, Aranthes; 


Prepare my chariots, for I'll go in perfon. 

“OWA Gorear till now, tll began £0 fear 

, _. Some other might enjoy my Athenais, 

|S fwear I did not know how much I lov'd her. 


t’s away ; Ill to the Emperour, 
u to the haity memgement of my bus’nefs. 
* Prepare ; to-day Ill go, to-day 1’ll find her: 
No more; I'll take my leave of Theodofius, 


id mect thee on the Hippodrome. Away ;”” 

the wild eee of the matter’s love z 

thy apprehenfign: hafte, and leave me. 
C 
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Scenzt,Puccrerta,Arricus,Leontine ; Votaries lead- 

re in proceffion, after her baptifm, to be con- 
ed. ‘ * 






Arricus fingee 


“ Oh Chryfoftom ! look down and fee prom 
“ Anoff'ring worthy Heav’n and thet 
So ich the vigtim, bright and fy 
“That fhe on earth appears a thir: ‘ 

Glor.** Exdofia is the virgin’ : 
And aftertimes thall fing hi 





Aries finges 


“ Lea ter Votares, via cee in, 

** Her holy birth doehow begin. 
1f Fotary. * In himble weeds but dean array 

« Your hours thall {peetly palraway, 

And when the divine are paft 

To pleata gaapeth you thall bafte. 

2d Fotary.** Where moAy a fow'ry bed we hare, 

That emblem ftill to euch a grave ; 


And when within thi/ ftream we look 
With tears we ufe tg/fwell the brook ; 











“ But oh! when in the liquid glafs 
“ Our heav'n apy swe figh to pafsr” 

Chor. * For heav'n along.serafe-defign'd, ‘ 
* And all things bring our heav'n to mind.” 


, Athen. Oh Princefs! oh! moft worthy of the world, 
‘That is fubmitted by its Emperour [Kneels.- 
To your moft wife and providential fway + 
‘What Greck or Roman eloquence can paint 
"The rapture and devotion of my foul! 
Tam adopted your’s; you are my a 
‘That have new-form’d, welahed foi ‘conceptions, 
“ And by the platform of a work diviue a 
«« New-fram’d, new-built, me tgeywar own defires, 
“ Thrown all the lumber of my paffions out, 
*« And made my heart a manfion of perfeétion ! 
«Clean as an anchorite’s or votarift’s cell, 
“ And fpotlefs as the glories of his fteps 
“« Whom we far oft’ adore. 

Pulch, Rife Eudofia, 2 
And let me fold my Chriftian seks Hy 
With this dear pledge of an love 


bafta! ibe 


SERRE aan LER 
a1th, THEODOSIUS i 
>. Leal thee, oh Eudofia! mine for ever: 
Accept, beft charge, the vows of my affection, 
Bor by the facred friend(hip that I give thee 
" Ithink that Heav’n by miracle did fend thee 
"Ta cafe my caress to help me in my counfels, 
To bg my filler, partner in my bol ae 
And equally dys" ay whiole courfe of life 
To be the Mate patec thy Pulcheria, 
And thareymy pricisa) yore. 


Madarrgys 
cs that SinNliaeerch mutt bring you: 


Tet me leave thy world farever ;7” 
ets, 

xe ek foch honour,” 
‘ar {POW @ifisety fax from cp its, 













Where I may never 
Nor think, nor dreap 

/ OF mankind mo: 
nowd) ES tears 


Athen.“ Far feou the guilt de 
Drive me, ob, drive medtiom tbe pr 
“ SoI might feape t oniter les 
“ Tn lions’ haunts or in fome ier’ 
« Place me on fome flee 4 
“ That bellies out, juft droppin 
“ Bury me in the hollow of its womb, 
“Where ftarving on my cold and flinty bed 
“ T may from far, with giddy apprehenfion, 
) “ See infinite fathoms down the rumbling deep 5 
* Yet not ¢’en there, in that vaft whirl of death, 
there be found fo terrible aruin 
‘an, falfe man, finiling, deftruétive man!”” 
Pulch, Then thou alfov'a Enudofia. Ob, my fitter 
Still nearer to my heart, 4o much the dearer, 
elbecaufe our fates are like, and hand in band 
Quy Fortunes lead us thro’ the maze of life: 
that thou haft loy’d; nay, lov'd with danger, 
haft {cap’d the ruin—* Methinks it lightens 
ight of my calamities that thou 












elfe fo perfeét and divine 
yet abn tomy Lerten ) 





™ And bear'ft thy part in love's melodious ill, - 
* Love, that like bane perfum'd infects the mind, 
“ That fad delight that charms all womankind.” 


Ahen.Y es, Madam, Iconfefsthat Love has charm'dme, 

But never thall again: “ no, I renounce him. 

“« Infpire me all the wrongs of abus'd woman; < 

“ All you that have been cozen’d by,“aiféynea 

« See what a ftri& example I will niake; 

™ But for the perjuries of one I pwill revenge ye 

** For all that’s paft, that’s Ee and to cme. 
Pulch.“Oh,thou far more! emoft mafculine virtue 

“Where, our Aftrea, where, oh drowning brightnefe! 

“* Where hait thov been fo4ong? Let me again 

- « Proteft my admiration‘and my loves 

w Jeet me declare slog, while thay are he, 

“ While fuch clear vittue fhinee- within our circle, 

« Vice fhall no more pear within the palace, 

« But hide her dazwi'd eyey, and this be call'd 

“The holy court. But” }9! the Emp’rour comes: vy 

wwe that far awa: 





Beauty like thine may 
‘That has fo long entra#le’d his foul—My Lord — 
Enter Tuedvosius and Attendants. 

Theo. If yet, alas! might but hope to fee her; 
But oh! forgive me Heav"n,chis wilder fart 
‘That thus would reach impoffibility : 
No, no, I never mut behold her more; 
As well my Atticus might raife the dead - 
As Leontine fhould charm that form in view. 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a cure, 
With purer flames to draw that cruel fire 
That tortur'd you fo long—Behoid this virgin —— 
‘The daughter of your tutor Leontine. 


Theo. Ah! 

Palch,** Sheisyourfitter’schapge,and made aChrifianyet 
“ And Athenais is Eudofia now: j 
« Be fure a fairer never grac'd religion, a 
“ And for her virtue the tranfcends example.” - 

Theo. Oh, all you bleft above! how can this be? 
Am Tawake? or is this poffible? [4 

‘Pulch.She kneels my Lord ; will not yougo and 

4 
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Theo, Nay, do thou raife her; for I'm rooted heres al 
Yet if laborious love and melancholy 
Have not o’excome me, and quite turn'd me rand, 
“It mutt be the, that naked deszling fweetnefs! 
The ve re of thatemorning-ftar 
That, rican pearls and ghedding dewy beams, 
Fled from the gessty waver when I approach’d. 
Anfwer me-Leoutiney am | uiftraéted, 
Or is this tric? es" thee in al) encounters 








«J will be rul’dy i ce and wildnefs, 
«© When reaion cial! fetreraigance: 
* But peak” 








Tea Tis true, my Ean? ‘this is my daughter, 
‘Whom I conceal’d in Pesta from all eyes 
ai ‘our’s, when chance direéted vou that way. 
Theo. Hefays'tistrue swhy iene heartlefs carriage, 
This lazy fpirit? 
“ Oh, were I proof againft tlic dasdoxs 
“ And cold to beauty as the nturble lover 
“ That lies without a thought upon his tomb, 
«Would not this glorious dawn of life rum thro’ me 
* And waken death itfelf!’”” Whyiam I flow then? 
What hinders now but that in {ite of rules 
I burft thro’ all the bands ot death that hold me, 
He kneels. 
And fly with Tuch a hafte to that appearance 
As bury’d faints fhall make at the lafl fummons? * 
Athen, The Emp’rour at my feet! Oh forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlatting fhame : 
Both heav'n and earth mutt bluth at fuch a view, 
Nor can I bear it lon 
Leon. My Lord, the is utworthy-— 
ee Theo. Ha! what fay’ft thou Leontine? 
* Unworthy! oh, thowatheift to perfection! 


eat All that the blooning earth cou’d fend forth fair, 





‘All that the gaudy heav’ns cou'd drop down glorious!"" 
fa 


‘ft thou! Wert thou not her father 
But hate and tell me, 
like mine bet bear no fecond thought. 
honours of the orient, 
‘d with the moft pure affection, 
lefs thoughts and tanguifhing defires, 
D 


“Obtain, oh Leontine! the crown at lait? 
To thee Lf{peak, thy daughter to my bride? 
Leon. My Loid, the honour bears fuch eftimation 
It calls the blood into my aged checks, 
And quite o'erwhelms my daughter with confufion, 
‘Who with her body proftrate pn the earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd gi0Fy? 
Theo. Letmeembraccand thank thee, oh kind Heav'n! 

Oh Atticus! Pulcheria! oh my father! 
Was ever change like mine? Run ’ the flreets ; 
“ Who waits there?" Run, an as Fame can fpeak 
Withtrumpet founds proclay your Emp’rour’s joy: 
“ And as of old, on the gre fettival 
“ Of her they call the Mather of the Gods, 
* Let all work ceafe, at leaft an oaken garland 
* Crown cach plebeiar! head ; let fprightly bowls 
* Be dol'd about, and {he tofs'd cymbals found; 
« Tell ‘em their much lamented Theodofius 
“ By miracle is brought fry death to life; 
+ His melancholy 's gone, and now once more 
“ He hall appear at the 
“ Nor fear a wreck while this bright {lar direéts us, 

For while fhe fhines no-andy no cowring rocks 


* Secure as Neptune thro’ the highedt ftream, 
“ And to the port in fafety itcer the world.” 

Athen, Alas! my Lord, confider my extraction, 
With all my other wants—— 

Then. Peace, Emprets, peace! 
No more the daughter of old Leontine, 
A Chriftian now, and partner of the eaft. 

Athen, My father has difpos’d me, you command me 3 
What can L anfwer then but my obedience? 

Theo. Attend her, deat Pulcherxet and oh, tell her 
‘To-morrow, if the pleafe, I will be happy. - 
Oh, why fo long thould I my joys delay? 

as Puleb. 


‘Time, imp thy wings, let not thy minutes. 
But toa moment change the tediousday:_ 

“ The day ! ‘twill be an age before to-m 

“ An age, a death, a vaft eternity, 

* Where we fhall cold and pail enjoyment lic,” 








Enter Vanants and Akanturs. 
Far. Oh Theodofius! 
Theo. Hat my brother here! 
Why dott thon come to make my blifs run o’er? 
«© What is there more to with? Fortune can find 
«No flaw in fuch a glut of happinels 
“ 'To let one mifery in”———Oh, my Varanes! 
{Thou that of late didit feem to walk on clouds, 
Now give a loofe, let g@ theflacken’d reins, 
t us drive down the precipice of joy, 
"As if that all the winds of heav’n were for ua. 










you joy of this auipj 
»" Plough on your way with all your itreamers out 5 
With all your glorious fags and garlands 
‘Triamphant on—and leave me to the waves, 
sz The fands, the winds, the rocks, the fure deftruétion 
* And ready gulfa that gape to fwalluw me. 
‘Theo. It was thy hand thatdrew me from the grave, 
Who had been dead by this tithe to ambition, 
‘To crowns, to titles, and my lighted greatnefs: 
But itll, as if each work of thinedeferv’d 
‘The fmile of Heav'n- thy 'Wheodohus met 
With fomething dearer than his diadem, 
With all that’s worth a with, that's worth a life ; 
I met with that which made me leave the world. 
Var. And I, ob turn of chance! oh curfed fortune! 
Have loft at once all that could make me happy. 
“Oh yetoo partial Pow'rs! but now no more: 
2)“ The gods, my dear my mott jov'd Theodofivs, 
Double all thofe joys that thou haft met upon thee! 
* For fure thou art moit worthy, worthy moye 
ho 2 Than Jove in all his prodigality 
* Can e’er beltow nrbieffings on mankind.” 
And oh! methinks my foul is ftrangely mov'd, 
o* Takes it the more wnkindly of her {tars 
+ Ppat thou and i cannot be bleit together; 
or E-mnit icave thee friend! this night mutt leave thee, 
‘0 in doubtful fearch of what perhaps 
Heer fhall find, if fo my cruel Fate 
order'd it, Why then farewell for ever, 
T thall never never fee'thee mom 





Dj 


Of what you utter! Oh my gallant frie 
Oh brother! oh Varanes! do nor judge « 
By what I fpeak, for fighs will interrupt me: ot 
Judge by my tears, judge by thefe flrict embraces, 
And by my laft refolve: tho’ I have met 
With what ip filence I fo long ador’d; 
‘Tho’ in the rapture of protefling joys 
Thad fet down to-morrow for my nuptials, 
“ And Atticus to-night preparps the temple,” 
Yet my Varanes! I will rob my {oul 
Ofall her health, of my impe‘e! bride, 
And wander with thee icarch of that 
* On which thy life depends —— 
War, If this J fufier 
Conclude me then begotten of a hind, ‘ 
And bred in wilds: no ‘Theodofius, no; 
} I charge thee by our frignd{hip, and conjure thee 











By all the gods, to mentio.. this no more. . 
Perhaps, dear friend ! I fhall be fooner here 3 
‘Than you expeét or 1 myfelf imagine : 5 


What moft I grieve is that I cannot wait 
"Po fee your nuptials; yet my foul is with you, 
And ali my adorations to Your bride.” 
Tico. What, my Varanes! will you be fo cruel 
As not to fee my bride before you go? 
Orare you angry at your rival's charms, 
Who has already ravith’d half my‘heait, \ 
‘What once was all your own? * . a 
Var. You know I am lia) : 
My melancholy will not {uit her bleft condition, i 
. es [Exit That 


Sy 





And the gods know fince thou, my Athenai “3 
“Art fled from thefe fics eyes all othes women | 
\. "To my pall'd foul feem like the ghoft of Beauty, |) = 
And haunt my mem’ry with the lofs of thee. a 
Enter Avwex ais, Tusonosws leading-her, qo 
Theo, Behold, my Lord, th’ occafion of my joy. 
Var. Oh ye immortal gods! Aranthes! ob! 
Look there, and wonder. Ha! is’t poffible? 
Athen, My Lord, the Emp’rour fays youare his 
He charges me to yjg wy interett, - 






‘And bey of you to ftay at leaft fo long” 
‘As our efpoufals will be folemnizing : 
I told him I was honour'd once to know you, 
But that fo flightly as I could not warrant 
‘The grant of any thing that I fhould afk you— 
Lar. Oh heav’n and earth | oh Athenais! why, 
‘Why doft thou ufe me thus? Had I the wld 
j/ Thou know't it thould be thine— 
Athen, 1 know not that- 
But yet, to. make fure work, one half of it 
* Ts mine already Sir without your giving. 
My Lord; the prince is obitinate ; his a 
Scorns to be mov’d by the w3gk bi€ath of woman ; 
“He isall hero, bent for higher views, 
* Therefore ’tis noble Sir to let him go: 
Tf not for him my Lord, yet for mylelf 
©. I mutt entreat the favour to retire. (Exit Athen. ee 
i” Var. Deathanddefpair! confyfion! hell, and Furies! 
‘Theo, “ Heav’n guard tMyshealth, and itll preferve 
> thy virtue,” 
What fhould this mean? I fear the confequence, 
For ’tis too plain they know each other well. 
Var. Undone Aranthes ! loft, undone for ever! 
| I fee my doom, I read it witirbroad eyes, 
_ As plain asif I faw the book of Fate = 
Yet I will mutter ail my fpirits up, 
(')) Digelt my grief, fallow the rfing paffionss 











Yes, I will ftand the thock of all the gods 
‘Well as Ican, and flruggle for fay life. 

Theo: You mufe my Lord; and if you Ihgive me leave 
‘To judge your thoughts they feem employ’d at prefent 
About my bride—* I guefs you know her too.” 

Var. Hisbride! oh gods ! give mea moment’s patience. 
~ I mutt confefs thefight of Athenais, 
ete I fo little did expe& to fee her,. 

grac’d, and fo adorn’d, did raife my wonder: 

ut what exceeds all admiration is, 
wat you fhould talk of making her your brides 
is fuch a blind effleét of monftrous fortune, 
t tho” I well remember you affirm’d it 
nnot yet believe — 
Theo. Then now believe mez ¢ 
By all the Pow’rs divine I will efpoufe her. 
Diy 














Fran Eat ae leap the bouhds. Come, come; my 
or - 
By all thefe pow’rs you nam’d I fay you muft not. 

Theo. Lfay I will; and who thall bar my pleafure? 
‘Yet more, I {peak the judgment of my foul, 

Weigh but with fortune merit in the balance, ae 
And Athenaig lofes by the marriage. 

Var. Relentlefs Fates! malicious crudl Pow’rs! 
Oh, for what crime do you thus rack your creature? 
Sir, I mutt tell you this unkingly meannefe 
Suits the profeilion of an anchorite well, 

But in an oriental emperour pa 
It gives offence; nor€an ypia without feandal, 

Without the sioticn of a grov'ling fpirit, 

Efpoufe the daughter of old Leontine, 

Whole utmoft glory is to’ave been my tutor. 

Theo. He has fo well acquitted that employment, 
Breeding you vp to fuch a gallant height 
Of full perfeétion and imps ial greatnefs, 

‘That ev'n for this refpect, if for no other, 
I will efteem him worthy while I live. 

Var. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little freedom 5 
For I muit boldly urge ig fuch a caufe 
Whoever fatters you, tho™#e’er fo near 
Related to your blood, thould be fufpeéted. 

Theo. If triend{lip would admit a cold fufpicion, 

After what I lave heard and feen to-day, 
Of all mankind I fhould {ufpe& Varanes. 
Var. He has flung nfe to the heart ; my groans wilt 
choke me 
Unlpfs my ruggling paffion gets a vent. 
Out with it then—I can no more diffemble-— . 
Yes, yes, my Lord! fince you reduce me to 
‘The laft neceflity I mutt confefs its « ‘ 
I mutt avow my fame for Athenaiss -¢ 
Jam all‘fire, my paflion cats me up, 
It grows incorp'rate with my fleth and blood : 
My pangs redouble; now they cleave my heart! 
Oh Athenais! oh Eudofia!—Oh !—— 
© Tho’ plain as day I fee my own deftru@ion 
* Yet to my death, and ob, let all the gods 
«“ Bear witnefs! fill I fwear I will adore thee?” 05 


“ae 


Theo. Alas, Varanes! which of us two theheav'ns  * 
Have mark'd fordeath is yet above the ftars; 
3 But while welive let us preferve our friendfhip 
Sacred and juft, as we have ever done. 
This only mean in two fuch hagd extremes 
Remains for both : to-morrow you fhall fee her 
With all advantage in her own apartment $ 
Take your own time ; fay all you can to gain her s 
If you can win her lead her into Perfia5 
If not, confent that I efpoufe her here. 
Var. Still worfe and worfe! Oh Theodofius! oh, 
I cannot {peak for fighs; my death is feal'd 
By his lntt {weetnefs: had yothbeen lefs good 
I might have hop’d; but now my doom’s at hand. 
Go then and take’ her, take her to the temple; 
‘The gods too give you joy! Oh Athenais! 
Why does thy image mock my foolith forrow? 
Oh Theodofius! do not foe my tears: 
Away and leave me; leave mt ko the grave. 
Theo. Farewell; let's leave the iffue to the heav’ns 5 
I will prepare your way with all that honour 
Can urge in your bebalf, tho’ to my ruin, (Ex. Thea. 
Var. Ohi, 1 could tear my limbs and eat my flefh! 
Fool that I was, fond, proud, Vainglorious, fool ! 
Damn’d be allcourts, and trebly damn’d ambition! 
Blafted be thy remembrance ! curfes on thee! 
) And plagues on plagues fall on thofe fools that feek thee! 
Aran, Have comfort Sir 
Var. Away and leave me villain! 
‘Traitor, who wrought me firft to my deftruétion !—— 
Yet flay and help, help me to curfe my pride, 
Help me to wih that I had ne’er been royal, 
‘That I had never heard the name of Cyrus, 
* That my firft brawl in court had been my Jaft.’”” 
that I had been born fome happy fwain, 
ind never known a life fo great fo vais! 
jefe 1 extremes might not be fore’d to chufe, 
left with fome mean wife no crown could lofe, 
fe the dear partner of my little ftate, 
ith all her fmiling offepring at the gate, 
< Belling my labours might my coming wait; 
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‘Where in our humble beds all fafe mightTie, * 
And not in curfed courfe for glory die (Exen 


_ SONG. ' 





Le 
« Hail to the myrtle fade, - 
« All hail tothe nymphs of the fields; ' 
“ Kings would not here invade 
“ ‘Phote pleaftwres that virtue yields. 


Chor. * Beauty here opens her arms 
« To foften the languifhing mind, a 
“ And Phillis vnlocks her charms : 
“Ab Phillis! ab ! why fo kind? 

: Tag 

« Phillis, thou foul of love, 
‘t Thou joy of the nelghb'ing fwalns; 
+ Phillisthat crowns the grove, 
“ And Phillis that gilds the plains; 


Chor. ** Phillis, that ne’er had the fill 
“To paint and to patch dad be fines 
“ Yet Phillis whofe eyes can kill, | 
Whom Nature had made divine; ] 


bie 
« Phillis, whofe charming fong 4 
Makes labour and palivaa delight 5 
« Phillis, that makes the day young, | 


* And thortens the livelong night ; 
Chor, Phillis, whofe lips like. May 


. «© Still laughs at the fweets that they bring, \] 
4 % Where love never knows decay, \ 
But fets with eternal spring,” ‘ 





“ACT lv. al 
Enter Mancras and Lucius ata diflance, 


- Marcian. . 
“Te gen’ral of the Oriental armies 
| Was a commiffion large as Fate could give: 
gone. “* Why, what care 1? Oh Fortune! Fortune! 
“Thou laughing emprefs of this bufy world, 
Marcia defies thee now”. 
Why what a thing is a difcarded favourite! 
_ * He who but now, tho’ long‘yg to retire, 
~ | # Cou’d not for bufy waiters be alone, 
“ Throng’d in his chamber, haunted to his clofet 
* With a full crowd and an eternal court !”” 
‘When once the favour of his prince is turn’d 
|) Shunn’d as a ghoft the clouded man appears, 
And all the gaudy worthipper forfake him. 
7° So fares it now with mes where’er Leome, = 
* As if L were gnother Catiline, 
“The sures, and no man will fit near mez 
© Asif the plague were on me al) men fly me.” , 
Oh Lucius! Lucius! if thou leav’ft me too 
Tthink, I think, I could not bear it, 
. Bur like a lave my fpirit, broke with fufPring, 
_ Should on thefe coward knees fall down, and beg 
v Once to be great again—— : 
+ Lue, Forbid eav’n! 
1 ‘That e’e# the noble Marcian condefcend 
“To afk of any but th’ immortal gods! 
_ Noys I vow if yet your fpirit dare 
Bpite of the court you fhall be great as Cefar. 
Mar. “ No, Lucyis, no; the gods repel that-humour, 
it fince we are alone, and mutt ere long 
ve this bad court, let us like veterans 
p ‘Thov fay’ft,alas! as great as Cefar 5 
ut where’s his greatnefs? where is his ambition? « 
{parks of virtue yet remain s 
poor figure of the Roman glory, 





if any be, how dim they thine 
mpar’d with what his great forefathers were! 


“ How thould he lighten then or awe the world 
“ Whofe foul in courts. is but « lambent fire? 
“ And fearce, oh Rome! a glowworm in the field, 
“ Soft, young, religious, godlike qualities, ‘ 
* For one that fhould recover the loft empire, 
“ And wade thro’ feas of blood and walk o’cr mountains 
“ Of flaughter’d bodies to immortal honour.”” 
Luc. Poor heart! he pin’d a while ago for love— 
Mar. And for his miftrefs vow'd to leave the world ; 
But fome new chance it feems has chang’d his mind. 
A marriage! but to whom, or whence the came, 
None knows; but yet a marriage is proclaim’d, — 
Pageants prepar'’d, the arches are adorn’d, 
“The flatues crown’d, the Hippodrome does groan YY 
“ Beneath the burden of the mounted werriours:”” 
The theatre is open’d too, where he Fs 
And the hot Perfian mean to a& their foilies. 
Gods ! gods! is this the image of our Cefars? 
Is this the model of our Romulus? ° 
Oh why fo poorly have you ftamp’d Rome’s glory! 
* Not Rome’s but your’s—Is this mantit to bear it, 
© "This waxen portraiture of Majeity, 
“ Which ev'ry warmer quffion does melt down, 
“ And makes him fonder than a woman's longing?” 
Luc. Thus much I know to the eternal thame 
Of the imperial blood ; this upftart emprefs, 
"This Boe new queen, is fprung fram abje& parents, ff 
Nay, bafely born: but that's all onetohimy = * 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Mar, Shall 1 not {peak, fhall I not tell him of it? 
T feel this big-fwol’n throbbing Roman fpirit 
Will burft unlefs I utter what I ought. 2 
Enter Purcuresa witha phere her hand, and Yurth. 
Mar -Pulcheria here! why the's the fcourge of Marcian ; 
I tremble too whenever fhe approaches, i 
“ And my heart dances an unufual meafure : 
“« Spite of myfelf I bluhhy and cannot ftir / 
“ While the is here"—What, Lucius, cao this mgan? 
«Tis faid Calpburnia had the heart of Csefar, . 
“ Auguftus doted on the fubtile Livia,” 
“Why then fhould not Tworhip that far angel? eA 
“ Oh! didft thou mark her when herfury lighten’d? {> 
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LetGhe fcemid all goddele, stay, her fraggos hers 

* There was a beauty in her very wildnefs. 

}) Were Ia man born great as our firft founder, 

Sprung from the blood divine—but Lam cait 
« Beyond all poffibility of hope.” 
Paleh. Come hither Marcian, read this paper o'er, 

And mark the ftrange negleé of Theodofius: 

He figns whate’er I bring perhaps you'ave heard 

‘To-morrow he intends to wed a maid ef Athens, 

New-made a Chrittian, and new-nam'd Eudofia, 

whom he more dearly prizes than his empire, 

» Yet in this paper be hath fet his hand, 

And feal'd it too with the imp vial figact, 

‘That fhe hall lofe her head to-morrow morning. 
Mar. "Tis not for me to judge; yet this feems ftrange. 
Pulch. 1 know he rather would commit a murder 

On his own perfon than permit a vein 

Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow 

If I were envious of this virgin’ honour 

By his rah paffing whatfoe'er I offer— 

Without a view—Ha! but I had forgot : 

Julia, let's hafte from this infe&ious perfon—— 

I had fofot that "Marcian was a fraitor : 

“Yet by the Pow'rs divine I fwear ’tis pity 

«That one fo fogn'd by nature for all honour, 

" Alltitles, greatnefs, dignities imperial, 

\ « The rioblett perfon, and the braveft courage, 

“ Should not be honeft. Julia, is’t nol pity!” 

Oh Marcian ! Marcian! I could weep to think 

Virtue thould lofe itfelf as thine has done. 

Repent, rath man! if yet "tis not too late, 

Andomend thy crrours; fo farewell for ever. 

5 (Excunt Pulch. and Fulia. 
Mar. Farewell fox ever! no Madam, ere I go 
beoL.gp refolv’d to fpeak, and you fhall hear mes_ 
F Shhea if you pleat take off this traitor’s head: 
shy commiffion add my life ti Di es 
PS Luc. Perhaps you'll doubt of ee going to fay; 
your life my Lord I think *tis true; 
ria loves this traitor! “ Did you mark her? 
t firlt the had forgot your banifhment; 
es you her cot ry and tells her fecrets 







“ And fays ’tis pi ty that you are not 
“ With fuch defcription of your gallant 
* As none but Love could make; then taking leave, 
«« Thro’ the dark lathes of her darting eyes 
** Methought the thot her foul at ev’ry glance, - 
“ Still looking back, as if fhe had a mind 
«That you fhould know fhe left her heart behind her.” 

Mar. Alss! thou dott not know her, nor do I, . 
Nor can the wit of all mankind conceive her. 
But let’s away. This paper is of ufe. 

Luc, I guefs your purpofe: 
He is a boy, and as a boy you'll ufe hin: 
There is no other way. 

Mar. Yes, if he be not 
Outs dead with fleep, for ever loft tofhonour, 

rciay with this thall roufe him. Oh my Lucius! 

Methinks the ghoits of the great Theodofius 
And thund’ring Conftantéue appear before me; * 
They charge me as a foldier to chaftife him, 
‘To lath him with keen words from lazy lore, en 
And thew him how they trod the paths of honour. (Exit, 
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Scene, Turonosivs lying on a couch, with tavo boys dreft 
like Cupids finging to him as be a 


SONG. 


* Happy day! ah, happy day! 
“That Czzfar’s beams ait ek ier 
« So peacetul was the happy 
‘©The gods themfelves did ven look down 
“The royal infant's birth t» crown, 
* So pleas'd they fearce did on the guilty frown. ~ 
“* Happy day! ah, happy day! 
“And bed cfc taper bow a ses 
goodnefs mafter 55, 
“Poe dist bed oe to men ik 
“No day like this fhall ever come again,” 





Ge tase 


Enter Maxcian with an order, : 
‘Theo. “ Ha! what rath thing art thou who fett’ft fo fall 
bs A value onsthy life thus to prefume 
“ Againit the fatal orders I have giv’n, 
“Thus to entrench on Cefar’s folitude, 
“ And urge me tothy ruin? 
‘Mar. * Mighty Cefar! 
« Thave tranigreis’d, and for my pardon bow _ 
“« To thee as to the gods when I offend; 
“Nor can I doubt your mercy when you know 
“The nature of my-crime. Iam commiffion’d 
“ From all the earth te give thee thanks and praifes, 
“Thou darling of mankind! whofe cong’ring arms 
“ Already drown the glory of great Julius, 
** Whole deeper reach in laws and policy 
“* Makes wife Auguitus envy thee in heaw’n. 
“What mean the Fates by fuch prodigious virtue? 
“ When fcarce the mauly down yet thades thy face 
“ With conqueft thus to over?un the world, 
* And make barbarians tremble? Oh ye gods! 
* Should Deftiny now end thee in thy bloom 
** Methinks I fee thee mourn’d abeve the lofs 
* Of lov’d Germanicus, thy funerals, 
“* Like his, are folemniz’d with tears and blood. 
‘Theo. “ How, Marcian! 
Mar. “ Yes, the raging multitude, 
| “ Like torrents, fet no bound to their mad grief, 
“ Shave.their wives’ heads, and tear off their own hairs 
* With wild defpair they bring their infants out 
“ To brawl their parents’ forrow in the ftreets: 
“Trade is.no more, all courts of juitice flopp’d - 
“ With ftones they dath the windows of their templesy 
Pull down their altars, break their houfehold gods, 
« “ And ftill the uniwerfal groan is this, 


fonftantinople’s loft, sasenpee ruin’ds 
ince he is gone that father of hits coustry, 





inde he is dead, oh life! where is thy pleafure? 
Oh Rome! oh conquer’d world! where is thy glory? 
“I know thee well, thy cuftom and thy manners; 
uu doft upbraid me; but no more of this, 
Not for thy lif 

E io “ What’s life without my honour? # 
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* Could you transform pear nto a Gorgon, 
* Or make that beardlels face like Jupiter's, 
« T would be heard in fpite of all your thunder. 
“Oh pow’r of guilt! you fear to Itand the teft 
« Which virtue brings; like fores your vices hake * 
* Before this Roman healer: but by the gods rs 
« Before I go [’ll rip the malady, 
« And let the venom flow before your eyes: 
© This is a debt to the great Theodofius, 
“ The grandfather of your alletirions blood, 
“« And then farewell for ever. 
Theo. * Prefuming Marcian! 
“ What canft thou urge agzinit my innocence? 
“ Thro’ the whole courfe of ali my harmlefs youth, 
“ Ey’n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
«© One wicked a& which I have done to {kame me. 
Mar. “ This may be true; yet if you give the fway_ 
« To other hands, end your poor fubjects faifer, 
“ Your negligence to thenfis as the caufe. 
* Oh Theodofius! credit me who know 
«The world, and hear how foldiers cenfure kings. 
“ Tn aftertimes, if thus you fhould go on, 
“ Your memory by wargjours will be feorn’d, 
“ As much as Nero or Ciigala loath’d ; 
They will defpife your floth and backward eafe 
* More than they hate the others’ cruelty. 
“ And what a thing, ye gods! is {corn or pity? 
© Heap on me, Heav'n, the hate of all mankind, 
« Load me with malice, envy, deteftation, 
* Let me be horrid to all apprehenfion, 
.  * And the world thun me, fo I {cape but f{corn. 
Theo. “ Prithee no more. 
Mar. “ Nay, when the legions nake scnipaitlat 
“ And fay thus cruel Nero once refolr’d 
“ On Galba’s infurrection for revenge, . 
“To give all France # plunder to the aris, 
“ To poifon the whole fenate at a fealt, é 
“ To burn the city, turn the wild beafts out, 
“ Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude, 
« That fo obitructing thofe that guesch’d the fire 
“He might at once deitroy rebellious Rome. 


yf 


° 


a aaa 


Theo. « Oh cruelty! why tell'ft thoume of this? 
“Am I of fuch a barb’rous bloody temper? 
Mar. Yetfome will fay this fhew’d he had a fpirit, 
« Hlowever fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
“That favour'd of a Roman: but for you, 
“ What can your partial f¥cophants invent 
“To make you room among the Emperours, 
«“ Whofe utmoft is the fmalleit part of Nero, 
« A petty player, one that can aét a hero, 
' And never be one? Oh ye immortal gods! 
* Is this the old Cefarian majelty ? 
“Now in the name of our great Romulus 
“ Why fing you net and fiddie too as he did, 
“ Why have you not like Nero a Phenafcus, 
* One to take care of your celeftial voice? 
* + Lie on your back my Lord, and on your ftomach 
« Lay a thin plate of lead, abltain from fruits, 
* And when the bus’nefs of the ftage is done 
* Retire with your loofe friedlls to coftly banquets 
© While the lean army groans upon te ground, 
Tio. * Leave me 1 fay, leit I chaflife thee: 
“« Hence, fi 
Mar. 
* Build too, like him, a palace lin'd with gold, 
+ As long and large as that to the Efquiline: 
* Enclofe a pool too in it like the fea, 
™ And at the empire’s colt let navies meet; 
“ Adorn your ftarry chambers too with gems 5 
«« Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, 
| «With pipes to caft ambrofial oils upon yous 
“ Confume with this prodigious vanity 
«Tit mere perfumes and odorous diftillations 
* Of fefterces at once four hundred millions; 
|g Let naked virgins wait you at your table, 
‘ nd wanton Cupids dance and clap their wings ; 
“watNo matter lat ictorres of the poor foldiers 
'So Vhey perform the drudgery they are ft for 
2 let ’em ftarve for want of their arrears, 
« Phop as they go, and lic, like dogs, in ditches. 
Theo, “* Come, you are @ traitor —— 
\4 Mar. “Go to, youare a boy— 
ir by the gods— * 
Eij 
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, 'HEODOS! 
Theo, * Wf arrogance like this, 
* And to the Emp’rour’s face, fhould feape unpunith’d 
“Tl write myles coward—Die then villain, 
“A death too glorious for fo bad a man, \ 
«By Theodofius’ hand, 
[Marcian hfarms bim, but is sounded. 
Mar. Now Sir, where are you? 
“ What in the name of all our Roman fpirits 
“Now charms my hand from giving thee thy fate? 
“ Has he not cat me off from all my honours, 
“Porn my commiffions, ham’d me to the earth, . 
« Banifh’d the court, a vagabon'd for ever? 
“ Do not the foldiers hourly afk it from me, 
Sigh their own wrongs, and'beg me to revenge ’em? 
“ What hinders now but that I mount the throne 
“ And make to that this purple youth my footftool ? 
“The armies court me and my country’s caufe ; 
« The injuries of Rome gad Greece perfuade me. 
“ Shew hat this Roman bléod whichrhe has drawn 
«They'll make me Emprour whether I will or no. 
“ Did not for lefs than this the latter Bratus, 
“ Becaufe he thought Rome wrong’d, in perfon head 
“ Againit his friend a blgck confpiracy, 
“ And tab the majeity of all the world ? 
‘Theo. * A& as you pleafe, I am within your pow’r. 
Mar. “ Did not the former Brutus for the crime 
* Of Sextus drive old Tarquin from his kingdom? 
* And hall this prince too, by permitting others 
“To a their wicked wills and lawlefs pleafures. 
“ Ravith from the empire its dear health, 
“ Wellbeing, happinefs, and ancient glory, 
* Go on in this difhonourable reft? 
© Shall he, I fay, dream on while the ftarv'd Shige. 
« Lie cold and waking in the winter camp, 
“ And like pin'd birds for want of fufterance 2 ing 
“ Feed on the haws and berries of the field: i. 
“Ob, temper, temper me, ye gracious gods! 4 
* Give to my hand forbearance, to my 
« Tts conftant loyalty—I would but fhake him, 
** Ronfe him alittle from this death of honour, 
“ And thew him what he fhould be. CY 
Theo. “ You accufe me 
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& As if I were fome monfler moft unheard of, 
A  Firft as the ruin of the army, then 
ff OF taking your commifion but by Heav'a 
I fwear, oh Marcian! this I never did, 
© Nor e’er intended it: nor fay I this 
“ To alter thy ftern ufage; for with what 
“ Thou ‘tt faid and done, and brought to my remembrance, 
« I grow already weary of my life 
‘Mar. * My Lord, [take your word—You do not know 
“ The wounds which rage within your country's bowels, 
« The horvid ufage bf the fuff’ring foldier: 
© But why will sot our Theodufius know? 
© Tf you intruft the government to others 
“ That act thefe crimes who but yourfelf’s to blame? 
+ Be witnelles ye gods! of my plaindealing, 
“ Of Marcian’s honelty, howe’er degraded. 
“ T thank you for my banifhment; but alas! 
“* My lols is little to what foon will follow: 
“ Refleét but on yourfelf and your own joys; 
Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
“Twas rumour'd thro’ the city that you lov'd, 
{wie your efpoufals thould be folemaiz’d, 











When on a fudden here you {oad your orders 
‘hat this bright favourite, the lov’d Eudofia, 
‘** Should Jofe her head. 
‘ Theo. ** Oh heav’n and earth! what fay’ft thou?) 
© That I have feal’d the death of my Eudofia? 
Mar, “ *Tis your own hand and fignet: yet I fwear 
«Tho? you have giv’n to female hands your fway, 
) “And therefore I as well as the whole army 
“ For ever onght to curfe all womankind, 
* Yér when the virgin eame, as the was doom’d,, 
“ And on the feaffold, for that purpofe rais’d, 
@ Without the waJs appear'd before the army— 
eZee. A on a {caffold: Ha! before the army? 
‘ow quickly was the tide of fury turn’d 
‘compaflion and relent ingtears! but when the axe 
ver’d the brighteft beauty of the earth 
rom that fair body, had you heard the groan, 
ich like a peal of dittant thunder ran 
‘Thro’ all the armed hoft, yon would have thought, 
fy the immediate darknefs that fell round us, 
E ij 

















THEODOSIU! 


* Whole Nature was concern’d at fuch a fuff'ring, 
And all the gods were angry. 
Theo, * Oh Pulcheria! 
** Cruel ambitious fifter, this mult be 
“Thy doing! Oh, fupport me noble Marcian ! t 
“ Now, now’s the time, if thou dar’ft flrike: behold 
« T offer thee my breail ; with my laft breath 
“Tl thank thee too if now thou drew’ft my blood. 
* Were I to live thy counfcl fhould direét me ; 
« But ’tis too late- [He fevoons 
Mar. He faints! What, hoa there, Lucius! 
Enter Lucius. 





“« My Lord the Emperour, Eudofia lives ! 


“ She’s here, or will be in a minute, moment; 
“ Suis asa thought fhe calls you to the temple. 
«Oh Lucius! help——I’ave gone too far—But fee, 
« He breathes again—Eudofia has awak’d him. 
Theo. * Did you not name Eudofia? 
Mar. * Yes, the lives; © 
“T did but feign the ftory of her death 
«To find how near you plac’d her to your heart 5, 
“ And may the gods rain all their plagues upon me 
“ Tfever I rebuke you thps again. 
“ Yet ’tis moft certain that you fign’d her death, - 
“Not knowing what the wife Pulcheria offer’d, 
“ Who left it in my hand to flartle you: 
“ But by my life and fame I did not think 
It would have touch’d your life. Oh pardon me 
“ Dear Prince! my Lord, my Emp’rour, royal Maftert 
“ Droop not beeaufe I utter'd fome rafh words, . 
* And was a madman—By th’ immortal gods 
« Tlove you as my foul: whate'er I faid 
© My thoughts were otherwife; believe thefe tears, 
“ Which do not ufe to flow, all fhall ba well: 
«« I {wear that there are feeds in that fweet temper 
« T’ atone for all the crimes in this bad age. se] 
Theo. * 1 thank thee—firlt for my Eudofia’s iife: a 
“« What but my love could have call'd back that life \2 
“ Which thou haft made me hate? And oh! aod 





“Twas hard, dear Marcian! very hard from thee, 
“ From him I ever rev’rene'd as my father, 
“ To hear fo harfh a meilage—But no more; 


‘We're friends—thy hand—Nay, ifthou wilt not rife 
And let me fold my arms about thy neck 
I'll not believe thy love—In this forgive me: 
Firfl Jet me wed Eudofia and we'll out; 
We will my general; and make amends 
* For all that’s pait—Glory and Arms ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on— 
Mar. Let her not ref then— 
Efpoufe her flraight ; L'il Arike you ata he 
May this great humour get large growth wi 
* And be encourag'd by th’ embold’ning gods. 
* Oh what a fight will this be to tae foldicr, 
% To fee me bring you drefs'd in thining armour 
* To head the fhouting fquadrons !—Oh ye gods! 
“ Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy, 
™ The found of trumpets and the beat of druams— 
fee each ftarving fuldier bound from earth, 
* Asif fome god by miracle had,rais’d him, 
© And with bebolding you grow fat again. 
* Nothing but gazing eyes and op’ning mouths, 
Cheeks red with joy and lifted hands about you; 

» J! Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken Jos, and with fobbing raptures 
Crying To arms! he's come, our Emp’rour’s come 
~ To win the world !—Why, is not this far better 

“Than lolling ina lady’s te and fleeping, 

[* Paling or praying? Come, come, you fhall be merry; 

Dy And for Endofia the is your's already : 
7" Marcian has faid it Sir; fhe hall be your's. 
‘Theo. * Oh Marcian! oh my brother, father, all! 

4 * + ‘Thou belt of friends, moft faithful counfellor, 

* Il find a match for thee too ere I refit, 

|. ©To make thee love me; for when thou art with me 
* I’m ftrong and yeil, but when thou’rt gone I’m nd- 


THENAIS mecting THEODOsIUS. 
jas, Endofia ! tell me what to fay; 
y full heart can fcarce bring fortha word 
‘nat which I have {worn to fee perform’d. 
Athen. I’m pefectly obedient to your pleafure. 
Theo. Well then, I come to tell thee that Vararies 
‘all mankind is neareft to my heart : 
we him, dear Eudofia! and to prove 





‘That love on trial all my bloods too little: 
Ev'n thee, if I were fure to dic this moment, 
(As Heav'n alone éan tell how far my fate 
Is off) oh! thou my foul’s moft <ender joy, 
‘With my laf breath I would bequeath him thee. 
Aiken. Then youre pleas'd my Lord to yield me to him. 
Theo. No, my Eudofia, no; I will not yield thee 
‘While I have life; for worlds [ wall not yicld thee: 
‘Yet thus far I'm engag’d to let thee know 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever; 
He lanyuithes, defpairs, and dies, like me, 
And I have pafs'd my word that he fhall fee thee. 
n. Ali, Sir! what have you done againit yourfelf 


y will'yor truit me, who am now afraid 
“To trult myfelf?—why do you leave me naked 
aflault, who had made proof my virtue 
ure guard never to fee him more 2? 
! with trembling agonies I {peak it, 
I cannot fee a prince whom once I lov'd 


Bath’d in his grief, and ga(ping at my feet 
“Tn all the violent trances of defpair,” 
Without a forrow that perhaps may end me. 

Theo. Ob, ye feverer Pow’rs! too cruel Fate ! 
Did ever love tread fuch a maze before? 
Yet, Athenais, ftill I truft thy virtu 
But if thy bleeding heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thyfelf away 5 yet itill remember ; 
That moment Theodofins is no more- 

[Exit Theodofiuse 


Athen. Now glory, now, if ever thou didit work 
In woman's mind, affilt me—* Oh, my heart! 
Why doft thou throb as if thou wert a-breaking? 
Down, down, ! fay ; think on thy iginries, 
“Thy wrongs, thy wrongs—'Tis well my eyes are 
And all within my bofom now is ftill.” 
Enter Vanants leaning on Anaxtnes. <4 
Ha! is this he? or is't Varanes’ ghoft ? 
He looks as if he had befpoke his grave, 
‘Trembling and pale. T mutt not dare to view him 5 
For oh! J feel his melancholy here, 
And fear I thall too foon partake his ficknefs. 








_ Par. "Thus to the angry gods offending mortals, 
‘W Made fenfible by fome fevere affliétion 
gow all their crimes are regifter’d in lieav’n, 
“Tn that nice court where no rath word efcay 
« But ev’n extravagant thoughts are all fet down 5” 
(\ ‘Thus the poor penitents with fear approach 
The rev’rend fhrines, and thus for mercy bow; [Kneelte 
‘Thus melting too they wafh the hallow’d earth, 
And groan to be forgiv’n —— 
‘Oh Emprefs! oh Eudofia! fuch you’re now: 
Thefe are your titles, and I mult not dare 
Ever to call you Athenais more. 
Athen. Riie, rife, my Lord, Jet me entreat you rife; 
I will not hear you in that humble pofture; 
Rife, or I muft withdraw ‘The world will blufh 
For you and me thould it behold a prince 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus on his knees 
Before the daughter of a poor philofopher. 
Var. "Tis jull, ye righteous gods! my doom is juft 5 
Nor will I ftrive to deprecate her anger. 
 poflible T’ll aggravate my crimes, 
that fhe may rage till fhe has broke my heart 5 
‘or all I now defire—* and let the gods, 
'Thofe cruel gods that join to my undoing, 
Be witneffes to this unnatural with,” 
is to fall dead without a wound before her. 
Athen, Oh, ye known founds! but I muit fteel my foul. 
ty 











Methinks thefe robes, my Delia, are too heavy.” 
Var. Not worth a word, a look, or one regard! 
Is then the nature of my fault fo heinous, 
‘That when I come to take my eternal leave 

* You'll not vouchfafe to view me? This is {corm 
of, Which the fair op! of gentle Athenais 

™ Would ne'er harbour’d. 
b ! for thorfake of him whom you ese long 
(2 all hed as faft as tow your wilhes form him,’* 
¢ te a patient hearing ; for however 











of death, and feem to loathe my life 
id delib'rate with my fate a while, 
ee fuatching glances eye thec to the lait, 








Panfe o’er alofs like that of Athenais, 
And parley with my ruin. 
Athen. Speak my Lord; ; 
‘To hear you is the Emperour’s command! x 
And for that caufe I readily obey. ‘ 
Var. The Emperour, the Emperour’s commanil | 
And for that caufe the readily obeys! 
1 thank you Madam, that on any terms , 
You condefcend to hear me- 
Know then, Endofia, ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd name of Athenais fill! - 
“That name that I fo often have invok’d, . ’ 
* And which was once aufpicious to my vows, 
« So oft’ at inidnight figh'd among the groves 
£ The river's murmur and the echo's burden, 
“ Which ev'ry bird could fing and wind did bear; 
By that dear name I make this proteftation, 
“By all that’s good on earth or blefe'd in heav'p,!* 
I {wear I love thee more, far more, than ever, 
With confcious bluthes too, here help we gods! eS 
Help ime to tell her, tho’ to my confufion j 
And everlafting thame,yet I mutt tell her, 
I lay the Perfian crown before her feet. 
Athen. My Lord I thank you, and’ exprefsthoie chan", 
As nobly as you offer ’em I return ss 
The gift you makes nor will I now upbraid you 
With the example of the Emperours 
Not but I know ’tis that that draws you on 
"Thus to defcend beneath your majeft 
And fwell the daughter of a poor philofopher 
‘With hopes of being great. 
Par. Ah Madam! ah! you wrong me: by the gods 
Thad repented ere I knew the Emp’rour——— 
‘  Aiben. You find perhaps too late that Athenais, ~ ) 
However flighted for her birth and fortege, 
Has fomething iu her perfon and her virtues a) 
Worth the regard of emperours themfelves; 4 
Aud to return the compliment you gave ‘ .) 
My father, Leontine, that poor philofopher, 
Wohote utmoft glory is to’ave been your tutor, 
I here protest by virtue and by glory, 
1 {wear-‘by Heav’a and all the Pow’rs divine, 
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ndon’d daughter of that old- mam 
§ Shall ne'er be feated onthe Shoes oi Cyran 
Far, Oh, death to-all my hopes! what, haft thou {worn 
‘S-To turn me wild? Ab, curied throne of Cyrus! 
Would thou adit been o’erturn’d and laid in daft, . 
jis crown too thunderftruck, my father, all 
‘he Perfian race, like poor Darius ruin’d, 
Jlotted, and fwept for ever, from the world, 
‘When firfl ambition blaited thy remembrance—— 
Athen, Oh Weav'n! I had forgot the bafe affront 
Offer’d by this proud man ja wrong fo great 
It is vemov'd beyond all hope of mercy + 
~ He had defign’d to bribe my father’s virtue, 
‘And by unlawful means: 
Fly from my fight, leit I become a Fury, . 
‘And break thofe rules of temp’rance I propos'd: 
Fly, fly, Varanes! fly this facred place, 
‘Where virtue and religion are profels'd 5 
«This city will not harbour infidels, 
« Traitors to chaility, licentious princes: 
Begone 1 fay; thou canit not here be fafe:”” 
Fly to imperial libertines abroad 
1 foreign courts thou ‘It find a thoufand beauties 
Phat wilt comply for gold; for gold they ‘ll weep, 
‘or gold be fond as Athenais was, ‘ 
And charm thee {till as if they lov'd indeed. 
af Thou ’It tind enough companions too for riot, 











Luxuriant all, and royal as thyfelf, 
‘Tho’ thy loud vices fhould refound to heav'n. 
< Art thou not gone yet? 
Var. “No, Lam chaxinidto hearyou. : 
Zoi ! from my foul'I do confefs myielf 
The very blot of honcur—I am more black 
a. Whan thou in al thy beat of juft revenge 
a: saVith all thy glorious eloquence can make me." 
Athen. Aw-y Varanes! 
Var. Yes, Madam, Lam going. 
'y> by the gods I do not afl thee pardon, 
while T live will I implore thy mercy; 
it when 1’m dead, if as thou doit return - 
happy Theodotius fromthe temple, 
thou go’ft in triumph thro’ the ftreetsy 
















‘Thou chance to meet the cold Varanés there, 
Borne by his friends to his eternal home, 


‘Stop then, oh Athenais! and beliold mes 4 
Say as thou hang’ft about the Emp'rour’s neck 5 
Alas! my Lord! this fight is worth our pity. ] 
If to thofe pitying words thou add a tear, i 
Or give one parting groan——f poflible, 4 


If the good gods will grant my foul the freedom, 
T'll leave my throud, and wake from death to thank thee. 
Atben. He thakes my refolution from the bottom 5 
My bleeding heart too fpeaks in his behalf, 
And fays my virtue has been too fevere. 
Var. Farewell, oh Emprefs ! no Athenais now: 
I will not call thee by that tender name, ° 
‘Since cold defpair begins to freeze my bofom, 
‘And all my pow’rs are now refolv’d'on death, 
«©'Tis faid that from my youth I have been rath, 
“© Cholerick aud hot; but let the gods now judge 
** By my laft with if ever patient man 
« Did calmly bear fo great a lofs as mine?” 4 
Since ’t isfo doom’d by Fate you mutt be wedded, 
For your own peace, when I am laid in earth, 
Forget that eer Varanes had a being; j 
‘Turn all your foul to Theodofius' bofom: \ 
Cantinue, gods! their days, and make them long; 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 
And many children beavteous as the mother, 


‘And piows as the futher, make ’em {mile, ok 
Athen. Oh Heavns! - 
Var. Farewell I'll trouble you no mores! 

i 


‘Tite malady that’s lodg’d within grows firongers 
T feel the fhock of my approaching fate; 
My heart too trembles at his diftaat march3 P 
Nor can Lutter more if you fhould afk me. & 
Thy arm Aranthes—Oh, farewell forever !—— 
Athen, Varanes, ftay; and ere you go for ever = 
Let me unfold my heart. al 
Far, O Athenais! 
‘What further cruelty hait thou in ftore 4 
‘To-add to what I fuffer? = 
Athen, Since ’tisdoom'd 
3 


THEUDOst¥S. 

~ That we muft part, let’s part as lovers thould, 
As thofe that have lov’d long and loved well- 

Far. Axt thou fo good, oh! Athenais, oh! 

4) Ashen, Firlt, from my foul I pity and forgive you; 
I pardon you that hafty little errour, 
Which yet has beer the caufe of both our ruins: 

Nh: And let this forrow witnefs for my heart 

“How eagerly I with it had not been; 

* And fince cannot keep it take it alls 

Take all the love, oh Prince! I ever bore yous 

+ Or if ’tis poffible I'll give you more: 

“© Your noble carriage forces this confeffion, 

ff & Trage, I burn, I bleed, I die, for love! 

| Zam diftraéted with this world of paffion. 
Far. Gods! cruel gods! take notice I forgive you. 
Athen, © Alas! my Lord, my weaker tender fex 

** Has not your manly patience, cannot curb 

“« This fury im; therefore I let it loofe; 

« Spite of my rigid duty I will fpeak 

«¢ With all the dearnefs of a dying lover.” 

Farewell, moft lovely and molt lov’d of men —— 

y comes this dying paleue(s o’er thy face? 

Vhy wander thus thy eyes? why doft thou bend, 

s if the fatal weight of death were on thee? 

Far. Speak yet a little more; for by the gods, 

| And as I prize thofe bleffed happy moments, 















fwear, oh Athenais! all is well: 
, never better! 
MS Athen. Y doubt theeydear Varanes! 
Yet if thou.dy'tt I thall wot long be from thee. 

ace more farewell, and take thefe laft embraces. 
™)h, I could crufh him to my heart! Farewell; 

nd as a dying pledge of my laft love 

ke this, which all thy pray’rs could never charm. 
hat have I done? Oh Need me, lead me, Delia! 
th prince, farewell! angels protect and thee! 
Var. Turn back, oh Athenais! and id me 5, 
lear my laft words, and then farewell for ever. 
jou haft undone me more by this confeffion: 
fay, you {wear, you love me more than ever > 
T mutt fee you marry’d to another: 
there be eke or hell like this! 
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Oh Athenais! whither thall Tturn me? , 
You’ave brought me back to life; but oh ! what life? 
Toa life more terrible than thoufaad deaths, 
Like one that had been bury’d ima trance 1 
With racking ftarts he wakes, and gazes round, } 

i] 





Fore’d by deipair his whirling limbs to wound, 

And bellow like a {pirit under ground,” 

Still urg'd by Fate to turn, to tofs and rave, A 
Tormented, dath'd, and broken, in the grave. [Exeunt, 





ACT V. 


Aruenats drefi'd in imperial robes, and crown'd; a table 
with a bowl of poifon, Derra attending. 


ATHENAIS. 
A Midnight marriage !,Mutt I to the temple 
Thas at the murd’rer’s hour? ’Tis wondrous flrange! 
Bat fo, thou fay’it, my father has commanded, 
And that’s a mighty reafon. 
Delia, The Emp’rour, in compaffion to the prince, 
Who would perhaps fly to extravagance 
Tf he in publick should refolve to efpoufe you, ( 
Contriv’d by this clofe marriage to deceive him, \ 
Athen. *Tit well ; retire. 
* Go fetch thy lute, and ling thofe lines I gavethee." 
[Eisit Deli 
So, now Tam alones yet my foul thakes; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry me 
The Heav'ns can only tell; yet I’m refolv’d 
To drink it off in fpite of confequence. 
Whifper him, oh fome angel! what I’m doing: 
By fympathy of foul let him too tremble 
‘To hear my wondrous faith, my wondrous love, 
“« Whofe fpirit not content with an ovation 
“ Of ling'ring fate, with triumph thus refolv’d, 
«Thus in the rapid chariot of the foul, 
To mount and dare as never woman dar’d. [Dri 
* Tis done—hatte, Delia, hafte—come, bring thy lut. 
“ And fing my waftage to immortal joys. 
Methinks I caun’t but finile at my own bravery 5 
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) # Thus from my lowelt fortune rais'd to empire, 

“ Crown’d and adorn’d, worlhipp’d by half the earth, 
“While a young monarch dies for my embraces, 

* Yet now to wave the glories of the world” — 

Oh my Varanes! tho' my birth's unequal, 

My virtue fare has richly recompens’d, 

And quite outgone example! 


SONG. 


Ab, ervel bloody fair! 

‘What can(l thou now do more? 

Alas! ‘eis all too lute 

Philauider to reftore! 

Why thould the heav'nly pow'rs perfuade 
* Poor mortals to believe 

* That they guard us here 

“ And reward us there, 

* Yet all our joys deceive? 


—~— 





“ Her poignard then the took, 
* And held it in her hand, 
« And with a dying look 


* Cry'd, Thus | Fate command : 
** Philander, ah, my love! I come 4 
“To mect thy fhade below 5 
y 
( 
- 
’ 


% Ah, Teometthe ery'd, ' 
} «With a wound ¥o wide 
«There needs no fecond blow. 


** In purple waves her blood 
* Ran ftreaming down the floor, 
* Unmov'd fhe faw the floor, 
* And blefi'd her dying hoot : 
Philander ! ah Philander! (ill 
‘The bleeding Phillis cry'ds 
She wepta while 
| And the fore'd a file, 
“Then clos'd her eyes and dy’d.”" 





Enter Purcueria. 
GorPukb. How faresmy dear Evdofia? Ha! thou look't,- 
rele the tapers cheat my fight, like one 
jat’s fitter for thy tomb than Ceefar’s bed: 
fatal forrow dims thy thaded eyes, 
id in defpite of all thy ornaments 
jou feem’ft to me the ghoft of Athenais. 
» And what’s the punifhment, my eas Holcbiniel 
4 
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‘What torments are allotted thofe fad fpirirs 
Who grossing with the burden of defpai 
No longer will endure the cares of life, 
But boldly fet themfelves at liberty, 
“ Thro’ the dark caves of death to wander oa, 
Like wilder'd travellers without a guide, 
“ Eternal rovers in the gloomy maze, 
“ Where fearce the twilight of an infant moon, 
“ By a faint glimmer cheek’ring thro’ the trees, 
« Refleéts to difimal view the walking ghofts, 
“ And never hope to reach the bleffed ticlds?” 
Pulch. No more o’ that ; Atticus hall vefolve thee; 
But fee, he waits thee from the Emperour ; 
Thy father too attends. 
Enter Leontine, Atricus, &c. 
Leon, Come Athenais—Ha! what now, in tears? 
Oh, fall of honour! but no more. I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop’it my blefing 
Or fear't my curfe, to banith from thy foul 
All thoughts, if poffible the memory, 
Of that ungrateful prince that has undone thee. * 
Attend me to the temple on this inftant 
‘To make the Emp’rour thine, this night to wed him, 
“ And lie within his arms.” 
Athen. Yes, Sir, T° go—— 
Let me bot dry my eyes and I will gos 
Eudofia, this unhappy bride, thall go: 
‘Thus like a vidtim crown'd and doom'd to bleed, 
T'llwait you to the altar, wed the Emp'rour, 4 
“ And if he pleafes lie within his arms.” 
Leon. Thou art my-child again. rn 
Athen, But do not, Sir, imagine any charms 1 (¥ 
Or threat’nings fhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more : 
No, iny Varanes!'ne—— 
While I have breath I will remember thee ; 
To thee alone ¥ will my thoughts confines, 
And all my meditations fhall be thine: 
“The image of thy woes my foul fhall fill, 
“ Fate and my end, and thy remembrance fill. 
‘As in fome poplar fhade the nightingale 
“ With piercing moans-does her loft young bewaily, 
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k TREODOSIVS. 
Ye Which the rough hind obferving as they lay 





“ Warm in their downy neft had flol'n away 3 
« But fhe in mournful founds does {till complain, 
© Sings all the night, tho all her fongs are vain, { 
© And itil renews her miferable ftrain.”” 
Yes, my Varanes ! till my death comes on 
Ghall fad Eudofia thy dear lofs bemoan. [Exeunt, 
Enter Varanns. 
Var, ‘Tis night, dead night, and weary Nature lies 
So falk as if the never were to rifes 
No breath of wind now whifpers thro’ the trees, 
No noife at land nor murmur in the feass 
© Lean wolves forget to howl at night’s pale noon, 
"No wakeful dogs bark at the filent moon, 
“ Nor bay the ghotts that glide with horrour by 
“ To view the caverns where their bodies lies 
“The ravens perch and no prefages give, 
* Nor to the windows of the dying cleaves 
“The owls forget to feream ; nd midnight found 
“ Calls drowfy Echo from the hollow ground ; 
Tn vaults the walking fires extinguith’d lie, 
© The ftars, heav’n’s fentry, wink, and feem to die :”” 
Such univerfal filence fpreads below 
Shiro’ the vait fhades where I am doom'd to go, 
‘Nor fhall I ueed a violence to wound, 
‘The form is here that drives me on the ground 5 
Sure means to make the foul and body party 
A burning fever anda broken heart. 
What, hoa, Aranthcs! 
Enter Anan tues. 


{WSF fent thee to th’ apartment of Athenais——e 
““¥ Tefent thee,” did I not, * to be admitted?” 


——— 


Aran, Youdid my Lord; but oh! « 
Hear to give you an account, 
"Var. Alas, 
“ey Aranthes! Tam got on t’ other fide 
_ OF this bad world, and-now am putt all Sear. 
‘Oh ye avenging gods! is there a plague 
mong your hoarded-bolts and heaps of vengeance 
Beyond the mighty lafs of Athenais? 
Tis contradiGtion—Speak then, {peak Aranthes, 
~ For all misfortune if compar'd with that 
bil. make Varanes {mile——~ 
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Aran. My Lord, the Emprefs 1 
Crown’d and adorn’d with the imperial robes, 
At this dead time of night, with filent pomp, 
As they defign’d from all to keep it fecret, 
But chiefly fure from you; I fay the Emprefs 
Is now conduéted by the geneval, 
Atticus, and her father, to the temple, 
There to efpoufe the Emp’rour Theodobus. 
Var, Say’ft thou? Is’t certain? Ha! 
Aran, Mok certain Sir! Lfaw them in proceffion. 
Var, Give me thy fword. Malicious Fate! Oh Fortune! 
Oh giddy Chance !'Oh turn of love and greatnels ! 
Marry’d—the has kept her promife now iiiiecd 5 
And oh! her pointed fame and nice revenge 
Have reach’d their end. No, my Aranthes, no; 
I will not flay the lazy exectition 
Of a flow fever, Give me thy hand, and {wear 
By all the love and duty that thou ow’ft me 
'T’ obferve the lafl commands that I thall give thee + 
Stir not againit my purpofe, as thou fear’ 
My anger and difdain; nor dare t’ oppofe me 
With troublefome unneceffary formal reafons, 
For what my thought has doom'd my hand shall feat, 
I charge thee hold it ftedfait to my heart, 
Fix’d as the fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho’ I have liv'd a Perfian, 1 will fall > 
As fair, as fearlefs, and as full refolv'd, 
As any Greek or Roman of them all. 
Aran. What you command is terrible, but faered , 
And to atone for this too cruel duty,. 
My Lord, I'll follow. you— 
Var. I charge thee not; - 
But when I am dead,take the attending flavess 
And bear me with my blood diftilli peel 
Straight to the cata : lay me, oh Aranthes f 
Lay iny cold corfe at -Athenais*feet, = 
And fy, oh the es Gris Per? 4 © 
Say with my lateft gal n’d for pardom 
Jui here, my friesd; told fat, and fix the fword ; 
T feel the art’ry where the lifeblood lies; 
It heaves againft the point—Now, oh ye gods! 
»  Tfforthe greatly wretched you have room. 
Prepare my place; for dauatlefs lo I come: é 
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A8V6 ‘oposyus. ea 
The force of love thus makes the mortal wound, , 
‘And Athenais fends me to the ground. [Kills bingflf: 


Scene, the outward part of the temple. 


Enter Purcneria and Jour at one door, Mancian and 
o Lucius at another. 
Pulch. * Look, Julia, fee the penfive Marcian comes: 
«Tis to my with; I mutt no longer lofe him, 
» Leit he thould leave the court indeed. He looks 
* As if fome mighty fecret work'd within him 
* And labour'd for a vent—Infpire me woman! 
« That what my foul defires above the world 
* May feem impdi'd and fore’d on my affections. 
Lue. * I fay the loves you, aid the itays to hear it 
« From your own mouth—Now in the name 
Of all the gods at once my Lord, why are you filent? 
* Take heed Sir, mark your opportunity, 
* For if the woma. Jays it in your way 
“ And you o’erfee it the is loft fol ever. 
Maur. ** Madam, I come to take my eternal leave 5 
* ¥our doom has banifh’d me, and I obey. 
* The court and I fhake hands, and now we part, 
“ Never to fee each other more ;.the court 
Where I was born and bred a gentleman, 
No more, till your illuftrious bounty rais'd me, 
“ And drew the earthborn vapour to the clouds : 
> But as the gods ordain'd it I have loft, 
“ L know not how, thro’ ignorance, your grace, 
* And now the exhalation of my glory 
* Is quite confum’d and vanith’d into air, 
Pule Proceed Sir, 
Mar, “ Yet let thofe gods that doom’d me to difpleafé 
“* Be witneffes how much I honour you—— [you 
Jo 'Phas woxthipping, 1 fwear by your bright felf 
“ ] leave this infamous court with more content 
> Than fodls and flatt’rers feck it; but.oh Heav’nt 
4 | cannot go if fill veut hate purfues mes, 
I declare itis imy le 
‘o go to baniffimtent without your pardon. 
Pulch. “ You have'itMarciaa: is there ought befide 
4 ‘That you would fpeak, for J am free to hear. 
Mar. * Since 1 never fee you more, what hinderp 
# But my lat words fhould here proteft the truth? 
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“ Know then, imperial princefs, matchlefs woman! , 
* Sigce firft you caft your eyes upon my meannefs, 
“ Ev’ntill you rais'd me to my envy'd height, 
« Thave in feeret lov'd you—— 
Pulch, ** Ts this Marcian? 
Mar. You frown, but I am {till prepar’d for all 
* Lfay Llov'd you, and I love you ftill, 
‘* More than my life, and equal to my glory. 
Methinks the warring {pirit that infpires 
“ This frame, the very Genius of old Rome, 
“That makes me talk without the fear of death, 
“ And drives my daring foul to aéts of honour, 
«Flames in your eyes; our thoughts tdu'ate akin, 
“ Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for glory. 
* Now by the gods I lov'd you in your fury, 
“In all the thunder that quite riv’d my hopes; 
“ Tlov’d you moft ev’n when you did deftroy me. 
* Madam, T’ave {poke my heart, and could fay more, 
© But that I fee it grievés you; your high blood 
“ Frets at the arrogance and faucy pride 
* OF this bold vagabond —May the gods forgiveme— 
« Farewell—a worthier gen’ral may fucceed me, 
“ But none more faithful to the Emp'rour’s inrereft 
* Than him you’re pleas’d to call the traitor Marcian. 
Pulch. “ Come back; you'ave fubtily play’d your pa 
* Forlirft theEmp’rour,whom youlatelyfchool’d, [indeed 
“ Reftores you your commiffion; next commands you, 
* As you're a fubject, not to leave the court: \ 
“Next, but oh Heav’n! which way (hall I exprefs 
His cruel pleafure! he that is fo mild 
* Inall things elfe, yet obftinate in this, 
* Spite of my tears, my birth, and my difdain, 
“Commands me, as I dread his high difpleafure, 
Oh Marcian! to receive you as my hufband, 
Mar. * Ha Lucius! what does my Fate intend? 
Lve. * Purfue her Sir; 'tis as I faid: the yields, 
« And rages that you follow her no falter. 
Pulch. * Ts then, at laft, my great authority 
“ And my intrufted pow'r declin’d to this? 
« Yet, oh my Fate! what way can I avoid it? 
« He charg’d me flraight to wait him to the temple, > ‘ 
# And there refolve, oh Marcian! on this marriagte 


“ Now, gen’rous foldicr, as you’re truly noble, ‘i | 
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© Oh help me forth, loft in this labyrinth + 
“ Help me to loofe this more than Gordian knot, 

‘And make me and yourfelf for ever happy. 

‘Mar. * Madam, I'll fpeak as briefly as I can, 

© And asa foldier ought: the only way 

+2To help this knot is yet to tie it fatter. 
ce then the Emp’rour has refolv’d you mine, 
© For which I will for ever thank the gods, 
+ And make this holyday thro’out my life, 
* 1 take him at his word, and claim his promife 5 
"The empire of the, world fhall not redeem you. 
” Nay, weep not Madam; tho' my outfide’s roughy 
Yet by thofe eyes your foldier has a heart 
“ Compaffionate and tender as a vir; 
» Ev'n now it bleeds to fee thofe falling forrows; 
» Perhaps this grief may move the Emperour 

*'To a repentance: come then to the trial, 

For by my arms, my life, and dearer honour, 

"If you go back when giv’n meby his hand 

“ In diftant wars my fate I will deplore, 
7 And Marcian’s name fhall ne’er be heard of more. 


Scene, the temple. 


jHroposius, ATHEN ars, Arricus joining their handi— 
Marctan, Poncnersa, Lucius, Jutia, Davia, Oe. 
Leontine. « 
\ Attic, The more than Gordian knot is ty'd 
| Which Death's ftrong arm fhalll ne'er divide, 
For when to blifs ye wafted are 
Your fpirits fhall be wedded there, 
Waters are loft and fires will dic, 
y But love alone can Fate defy. 
Enter Anantaes with the body of Varaxts. 
J Aran. Whereisthe Emprefs? where fhall I find Eudofia 
By Fate 1’m fent to tell that cruel beauty r 
y She has robb’d the world of Fame: her eyes have giv’ 
blaft to the big bloffom of the war; 
hala him there aipp'd in his flow'ry morn, 
},Jmpell’d to break his promife of a day, 
‘WB day that conquelt would have made her boaft: 











Behold her laurel wither’d to the root, 
er’d and kill’d by Athenais’ fcornm, 
Athen. Dead, dead, Varanes! 





Theo, * Oh ye eternal Pow'rs 
“That guide the world! why do you fhock our reafon 
“ With aéts like thefe, that lay our thoughts in duit? * 
« Forgive me, Heav’n, this flart, or clevate 
*€ Imagination more, and make it nothing.”” ° 
Alas, alas! Varanes! But fpeak, Aranthes, 


‘The manner of his fate. “ Groans choke my gol” 
“ But fpeak, and we will anfwer thee with tears.” 
Aran. His fever would, no doubt, by this have done G 
‘What fome few minutes patt his fword perform’d, 
He heard from me your progrel tothe temple, 
How you defign'd at midnight to deceive him 
By aclandeltine marriage Sut my Lota, 
Had you beheld hig ae at my relation, 
Or had your emprefs feen him in thofe torments, 
When from his dying eyes fwol'n to the brim 
‘The big round drops roll’d dowa his manly face, 
When fan his hollow'd breait a murm'ring crowd 
OF groans ruth’d forth, and echo’d All is well; 
‘Then had you {een bim, oh ye crucl gods! 
Rub on the fword I held againft his breaft, 
And dyeit to the hits with thefe lait words—— 
Bear me to Athenais——— 
“Athen: Give me way my Lord; 
Thave moft ftrictly kept my promife with you: \ n 
Tam your bride, and you can afk no mores } 
Or if you did I’m palt the pow'r to give— a 
But here, oh here! on his cold bloody breaft 1 
"Thus let me breathe my lat. 
Theo. OhEmprefs ! what,what can this tranfport mean? 
Are thefe our nuptials, thefe my promis’d joys? . 
Athen. Forgive ime, Sir, this laft refpe& I pay 
‘Thefe fad remains—And oh, thon mighty {pirit! 
If yet thou art not mingled with the 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenais, 
‘When thou fhalt know before I gave confent 
'To this indecent marriage I bad taken 
Into my veins a cold a F deadly draugh ; 
“ Which foon would render me, ante oct 
For the warm joys of an imperial lover, 
di ind teak ic aoerahaahy yet keep my word | 
“ With Theodofius,” wile thou not forgive me? od 
5 
Ca 
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“hon, Poifon’d, to free thee from the Emperour! 
Ol ‘Arheneis! thou haft done a deed > 
cars ary heart! “* What have I done againft thee 
thou fhouldft brand me thus with infamy 
ing fhame? thou might’it have made 
i hy choice without this cruel aét of death: 
Jefe thee to thy will, and in requital 
Toou halt murder’d all my fame.” 
‘Oh, pardon me! 
dying body at your feet, 
iny Lord, with my latt fighs intreat you, 
the fault, if ’tis a fault, to love, 
gratitude of Athenais, 
cruel flars, Remember, too, 
T beyg’d you would not det me fee the pzince, 
faging what has happen’d; ye my word 
:t nuptials was inviolable. 
. Ha! the is going !—* fee her languifhing eyes 
Draw in their beams!” the fleep of death is on her. 
\ tihen, “* Farewell, my Lord.” Alas, alas! Varancs} 
émbrace thee now is not immodelty, 
if.it were I think my bleeding heart 
‘Would make me criminal in death to clafp thee, 
45 Greek all the tender niceties of honour 
“gf To fold thee thus, and warm thee into life, 
For oh, what man like him could woman move!”” 
ace belov’d! oh fpirit moft divine! 
ty my death I give thee all my lovey 
foal my foul and body ever thine —— (Dies. 
Oh Marcian! oh Pulcheria! did not the Pow’r 
we adore plant all his thunderbolts 
felfmurd’rers I would perith too ; 
it ms Lam 1 {wear to leave the empire. 
Juee, my fifter, I bequeath the world, 
gift more great, the gallant Mgrci: 
thes, my friend, now fhew thy Roman fpir 
y to hér fex fair Athenais was 
to thine a pattern of true honour: 
‘wll atone for all the prefent crimes, 
yes it may be faid in aftertimes 
‘No age with fuch examples could compare, 
So great, fo good, fo virtuous, and fo fine 





sala a ta | 
EPILOG : 


HRICE hoppy ihey that never wrote before ; 
ow pleas'd and bold they quit the fafer-fhare ! 

Like Jome new captain of the city bands 
Thai with big looks in Finfbury commands, 
Stwell'd with huge ale he cries, Beat, beat, the drum; 
Pox 0 the French bing ! Uds-bud! let bim come 3 
Girne me ten thoufand redeoats and alloo! 
We'll firk his Crequi and bis Conde too. 
Thus the young feribblers mankind’: fenfe difdain 
For ignorance is fure to make 'em vain: 
> But far from vanity or dang’rous pride _ 
Our cautious Poet courts you to his fides 
For why foorld you be fearn'd to whom are due 
All the goad doys that ever authors knew ? “ 
Af ever gay ’tis you that make *em fine 3 
The pit and boxes make the poet dine, 
And le fearce drinks but of the critick’s wine. 
Old writers /hould not for vainglory firtoe, 
But like old miftreffes think how to thrive, . 
Be fond of ev'ry thing their keepers fayy 
At aft till they can live without a play ¢ 
Like one who knows the trade and bas been bit, 
She dotes and fawns see ber wealthy cit, 
and frvears floc loves him merely for his suite 








7 Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 

‘ Antick and ugly, ike an old baboon, ¥ 

She fewears is an accomplify'd beausgarcon 5 | 
Turns with all winds, and fails with all defires 3 i 

r Ali hearts in city, totun, and court, foe fires, & 
Teoung ctl lords lean brights, and dri'ting fires. 

; She in refifllefi fot ry finds her endey 


Gives thanks for fools, and makes ye all her friends 
So foould wife posts footh an awkward age, 
For they are profitites upon the flage. 
To ftand on points were foali/b and illbred 
As for a lady to be nice in bed ; 
Tour wills cline muft their performance meafure, 
| And you may turn'em ev'ry way for pleafures 
‘From the APOLLO PRESS, 
by the MARTINS, 
April 10. 1783. 
4 THE END. 





LADY JANEGREY. 
A TRAGEDY. BY NICHOLAS ROWE. 
r AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROTAL DRURY-LANE. 
Regulated from the Prompt Book, by permifion of the Managers, 
ay Ma. Hopkins eromeren. 


CHARACTERISTICKS. 


And tall we arely yield ourftvestotondage—ow down before thee baipaucaletyrente 
inst red en on i secre thi aa rere Ea bane 
' 










‘Fir dig my grave in liberty and Ronour—Tho" I found nt one mare thus refoly'd—T at 

| Boneh man and I would dle tagether—=lia! Pembroke! hat lea bar which thwarts my way 

do! as ery temper mo8 be met with (oft and Cepple arte—With crouching eourtefy and ho- 

nay’ worte—Noble Pembroke!—=By the honour of my mame I fwearm=t know wot one of 

‘all our Englith peere—Whom: I would chufe fur bet friend like Pembroke! NORTRUMD, 

T know not what my feeret foul prefager—But fomething feems to whilper oe withie- 

“rat we have been too hay. Porm yfelf—t with thirmatter had been yetdelay'd, SUF FOE 

1M the (word be deawn one mutt fall—Oh Perabroke! 1 have borne thee trve unfeign'é 

fetBion—As fure as thou haf wrong'd me J am come—In tenderncfe of Erienddhlp to pre 

erve theeAnd fence thee from deltrudtion witp my life=To fave the man whom my foul 

over from desth-—Give me arms! J will preferve my country—Ev"a in her own detplte— 

Mere I will grow the bulwark af my queew—Nor Mall the hand of Violence profane theo= 

‘Until my reall have borne a thoutand wounde—TWil this torn mangled body fink at oncom 

A deap of purple ruin at thy feet. GUILFORD, 

‘Ok | generous youth !—What can & heart flubborn and flerce like mine—Retura to-al) hy 

fweotnels—Yet I wou'd—I wou'd be grateful—My temper, difdaining Resfon ant her tawe 

| ike all thou canft imagine wild and forime—Now drives me beadlong on, now whirls 

‘me back—-And burls my unllable fitting (oul—To ev'ry mad extreme—Give me ven= 

ive me to tell that foft deceiver: traitor, bat thov done— "Tis 

foci troth—i foe is Rone heart=Hls vietwee| break at once on my afto- 
‘alfh'd fout-—My fad repenting Beart !—Oh' let me fy 5 bear mic thow Swift 

And lodge me in my faithful Guilfoed’s arme.—That 1 may {natch thee frog the weedy. 

apravo— That T may warm bis gentle heart with joy-—-Aad tall to blo of life, of life aod 

yardon—This wondruas pairLet thefe be happy-.-While | reiigu to them iy thare uf 

Irappinels-Contented fill to want what tbey enjoy—And Singly to be wreiched--lilatied 

‘be the hand that Reuck my Gullford.. PEMBROKE, 

'T Rave not dreamt away my thoughtlefe hours-—I hear and {ee tio! veafonable ompanta— 

‘Where paifion has 00 part-—-1 sdvis'd:-~To break thro’ all engagements made with Rereiicks 

Ase koep a0 faith with fuch a mifcreant crew.—-While U bold the feal no pardon paler 

[For bereticks and traitors. Death or the mals. GARDINER, 

af Twill give up all my Gare of grestnets.And Live in low obfeurity for ever—-To fee 

‘thee rals"4, thoo darling of my heart-—And fix" upon a throne—Curs'é be my fatal coune 

QS my tongue~--That pleaded for thy ruin, and perfusded—Thy guiltlefs fect to 















of greatnefs!—My child!—I have undone thee! DUC. SUFFOLK. 
‘sieam I being-—My heart in eold within me, ev'ey Fenfe-— Is dead to Joy-— 

‘Ob...my whole heart for wretched England bleads-Oh fave me from this forrow, thie 
ich in the thape of gorgeous Greatnels comer—Te crown and make awretch 

(of afftor ever—Heaven!—In mercy fpare my coontry—At ev'ry danger which invades our 
cold heart kindles atthe great occailon—-And cou'd he mare thas man in her 

die-—Por that eternal troth any falth is Ax'é on---And that dear native land 

me birth—Eagiand —Wrhast mol we loft for that—Al! 1 atk m—TO 

ave Ui land from tyranny and from Rome—Tor mylelf—U! } could form a with for ea 
‘yen to grant—It Mould have been {o rid me of thle crowa—Thov, sliknowing Pow'r! 








EDINBURG: 
fe {4 the Mpoffo Deets, by tux mantins, for Bell, toxvon, 178%. 











TO 
THE PRINCESS OF WALES. 


MADAM, 
Princefs of the fame royal blood to which you are fo clofely and 
fo happily allied prefumes to throw herfelf at the fect of your 

Royal Highnefs for proteétion. The charaéter of that excellent lady, 

itis delivered down to us in hiflory, is very near the fame with 

\¢ pigtare I have endeavoured to draw of her} and if in the pocti~ 

‘cal colouring I have aim’d at heightening and improving fome of the 

features, it was only to make her more worthy of thofé illuftrious 

hands to which I always intended to prefent her. 

‘As the Britith nation in gencral isinfinitely indebted to your Royal 
Higinnefs, fo every particular perfon amongit us ought to contribute, 
according to their feveral capacities and abilities, towards the dil 
charging that publick obligation. 

We are your debtors, Madam, for the preference you gave us in 
chufing to wear the Britifratherthan the imperial crown; for giving 
the beft daughter to our king and the beft wife to our prince. It is 
to your Royal Highnefs we owe the curity that fhall be delivered 
down to our children’s children by amoft hopeful and beautiful as 
well asa numerous royal if fue. Thete are the bonds of our eivil duty; 
bift your Royal Highnefs has laid us under others yet more 
and engaging, | mean thofe of religion : you are not only the bright- 
eft ornament but the patronefs and defender of ows holy faith. 

Nor is it Britain alone bot the world, but the prefent and all fie 
ceeding ages, who Gullblets your royal name r the greateft example 
that can be given of a difinterefted picty and unthaken conftancy. 

‘This is what we may certainly reckon amongf the benefits your 
Royal Highnefs has conferred upon us; tho’ at the fame time how 
partial foever we may be to ourfelves we ought not to believe you 
declined the firft crown of Europe in regard to Britain only : no, Ma 
dam, itis in juftice to your Royal Highnefs that we mult coafels you 

shud jpore exellent motives fr fo great an aCtion as that wat ince 

‘Pyou Aid it in obedience to the didtates of reafon and confeience, for 

the fake of true religion, and for the honour of God, All things that 

great have been offered to you, and all things that are good and 

yy, #8 well in this world as a bettcr, fhall become the reward of 

Mach exalted virtue and piety. The bleffings of our nation, the prayers 
of Bar church, with the faithful fervice of all good men, {hall wait 
pon your Royal Highnefs as long as yos live; and whenever, for 

P the punithment of this land, you thall be taken from us, your facred. 

name fhall be dear to remembrance, and almighty God, who alone 

is able, hall beftow on you the fulnefs of recompente. 

| . Amongft the everal offerings of duty whieh arc made toyou here 

be gracioully pleafed to accept of this unworthy trific, which is with 
fie presse refpeG and loweft fubmiifion prefented to your Royal 


= 
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‘ Madam, 
your Reyal Highnef’s 
; ‘smo? ybedient, moft devoted, and 
-mofi faithful humble fervant, 
o N. ROWE. 
} Ajj - 









AbD, Cpe eee ae 
ature, yet upon this particular occafion I cannot but think mytelf « 

to give fome account of this Play,as well in juftice to myfelf asto.a very. » 
and Ingenious gentleman, my friend, who ie dead. ‘The perfon I mean was Mr) d 
‘Smith of Chrit-church Oxon; one whofe chara@er I could with great pleafure) + 
tnter into if it was not already very well known tothe world, As had the hap’, 
pineis to be intimately acquainted with him, he often toki me that he defignea! 
‘writing a tragedy upon the tory of Lady Jane Grey ; and if he had lived I thouly, 
never have thought of meddling with it myfelf; but as he died without doing? 
Ain the beginning of Jaft (ummer, I refolved to undertake it: and indeed the 
‘Ropes Lhad of receiviog fome confiderable afttances from the papers be left be- 
Lind. him were one of the principal motives that Induced me to go about it. 
‘Thele papers were in the hands of Mr. Ducket, to whom my friend Mr, Thomas 
‘Burnet was fo kind asto write and procure them for me. ‘The leaft return Lean 
make to thofe gentlemen Is this publick acknowledgment of their great civility 
fo this oecafion. I muft confefs before thofe papers came to my hand I had eu 
tirely formed the defiga or fable of my own play, and when T came to look them 
over J found it was different from that which Mr. Smith intended, the plan of 
his being drawn after that which is in print of Mr, Banks, at leaft I thought fo 
‘by what I could pick out of his papers. To fay the truth I was a good deal fur- 
prifed and difappointed at the Higi of thiem. 1 hoped to Lave met with great 
{art of the pay written to my hand, or at leat the whole ofthe defign regularly || 
drawn out : inftead of that I found the quantity of about two quires of paper 
written over in odd pieces, blotted, intertined, and canfufed. What was coutain- 
ed in them in general was loofe hiuts of fentiments and thort obscure tketches uf 
seenes 5 but how they were ta be applied, or in what order they were to be ratte 
ged, 1 could not by any diligence of mine (and | looked them very carefully over 
‘more than once) come ‘One feene there was, and one only, that 
feemed pretty near in which Lord Guilford fingly perfuades Lady Jane 
to take the crown ; from that t borrowed all that { could, and Infested it in my 
‘own third a@. But indeed the manner and turn of bis fable was fo diferent from. 
anine that 1 could not take above five-and-twenty or thirty tines at the moft, and 
‘even in thofe I was obliged to make (ome alteration. 1 thould have been very 
glad to have come into a partnerffiip of repatation with fo fine a writerasMn 
‘Smith was, but in truth hishints were fodhort and dark (many of them marked 
‘even in thort-hand) that they were of little ufe ot fervice to me. They might _ 
have ferved as indexes to histown memory, and ibe might have ormucd.» yap 2d 
‘out of them, but I dare fay nobody elfe could. In.one part of bis defign he feema 
‘to dider from Mr Banks, whofe talehe generally defigned to follow, fince « ob- 
fetved in many of thofe thort tketches of foenes he had introduced Queen: 

‘He fcemed to intend her charatter pitiful, and inctining to mercy, but urged 

‘to cruelty by the rage and bleody difpofithons of Bonner and Gardiner. This hint 

1 had Mkewife taken from the late Buthop of Salifbury's Hilttory of the Reférma- 
tion, who lays, aud I believe very juitly, the horrible erucitics that were acted 
at that time rather to the charge of that perfecuting Spirit by which the clergy 
were then xnmated than to the queers own natural difpofition, 

‘Many peepie believed, or at leat Gald, that Mr. Smith left a play very near en 
‘ire behind him. All that 1am forry for is that It was.not f in fa: I thould 
ave made no ferupie of taking three, four, or even the whole five ads from * 
shin jut then T hope I thoveid Rave had the Bonefty to let the world know’ 

‘were his, and not take another man's reputation to myfell. © 

"This is what [ thought neceifary to fay as well on my own account as" 
gard to the inemory of my friend. 

For the Play, fuck as it is, Leave it to profper as it can: 1 have refolved . 
to trouble the world with any publick apologies for my writing» of this kind\as 7 | 
much as I have been provoked to it. J thall :urn this my youngelt child out luto- 
‘the world with ho other provition than a faying which J remember to have fogs 
before one of Mrs. Bchn’s,, © 

‘Fel men evant, prend ia fortune, 














OLOGTS 
SENT BY AN UNKNOWN HAND. 
WV wen coating terrors raft eity Wen 


And futal ~ifions break the murd rer's re 
eae Fengcance dees Ambition's fate decree, 





Ind tyrants bleed 9 fet whale nations frecy 
Ths! the Mufe faddens cach difirefed feenr, 
Unmev'd is ev'ry breaff and eo' ry face forme, 
The mournful Lincs na tender bear fabdu, 
GCompafion is ta fuff'ring goodne ihe 

‘he poct your attention begs once more 
’ atone for charatters dere drawn before 3 


No royal chs th 
Joo Beets i fray ae fase: 


No leuely for, by [ft erfain 
Lays down the lead of | if chee ania ge? 
de Nehly to bear the changes of eur fate, 
ibe flerms of Fate, 





i fprandear lof, 
Such glorious ole * frmale nome con deaf 
Our Author draws not Beauty's beaw'nly fmile 
T’ invite our wipbes and our hearts begwile ; 
No foft enchantments langeiph in ber r3e, 
Ne boffins fade nor fick'ning rofer dies 
noe pafion ' bregoe moe “3 
‘Than youth ful raptires er the yoye of loves 
A mind unchang'd, faperieur te a crown, 
Bravely defies the angry tyrant’s frown, 
om fou ‘if fortune finds or mounts on bighy 
Or ifthe world's extended ruins le 


wit oti feorn foc lays the feeptre dowen 5 
bri 
erg dpa 





4 er variety 9 
po roy ec th fad fog wees 
ried Really life docs peat te trae 
the bleedy fiain 


} whe views 
i up aie tears record Maria's reign, 
9 Men begin doiirine flatter'd lawlefs will 
Ly pa bay jae wvaice to 4ill? 
Fair, lament in filent woe, 
Eet ev'ry eye with tender oa > 
’ Fe ee Fem ire primase will form 








. esr sey iy all 


Tonight the noble febje fvells oir feeney 
A heroine, a martyr, and a queen 
‘And the the poet dares not boaf bis art, 
The very theme foallfemething great impart 
Lo warm the gen'rous foul and touch the tender bearte 
To you, fair judger, wwe the caufe fubmi 
Tour eyes foall tell vs bow the tale in writ: 
If your foft pity waite upon our woy 
Up fien ea fe if ing virtue fir 
Tier grief the Mif's Iabar Bll offi 
‘The lively pafions and the jup diftref 4 
Ob! could our Author's pincil juply paint 
Such as foc was in life tBe beauicous faint, 5 
Boldly your firiGt attention might we claim, * 
‘Aad bid you mark and copy out the dame, 
No wand'ring glance one wanton thought confef 

guilty wif inflam'd her fputlefi brea: 
The only love thet wearw'd ber Blooming youth 
Was husband, Bnglund, likerty, and trait: 
For thefe foe fell tsbile with too weak a band { 
Bde firove te fave a blind ungrateful land, 
Bui thus the fecret lanes of Fate ordain 1 














William's great band was doob'd to break that chainy 
Aad end the bopes of Rome's tyrannick reign. 

For ever ax the circling years return 

‘Ye grateful Britons crvven the hero's urny 

To bis jupt care you ev'ry blefing owe, 

Which’ or bis own or following reigns beftow: 

Tho! his bard fate a Father's name deny'dy 

‘To you a father be that lofi fupply'd. 

‘Thin while you view the royal lines increafey 

And count the pledges of your future peace, 











From thir great flock bile fill new glories come, a | 
Congueft abroad and liberty at home, \ 
While you bebold the beautiful \ 2 
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Lady Jane Grey, __ : 
Lord: of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, Women, and Attends: 


LADY JANE GREY? 


——————————————————————— 
ACT I. 


Scene, the court. 


Enter the Duke of Noxtnumaexcand, Duke of Surrouks 
and Sir Joun Gates. 


1% NoatHumpescann. 
"Ts all in vain; Heav’n bas requir'd its pledge, 
And he mutt die. 
Suf. Is there an hone heat 
‘That loves our England does not mourn for Edward? 
‘he Genius of our ifle is fhook with forrow, 
«« He bows his venerable head with pain, 
* And labours with the ficknefs of his lord :” 
Religion melts in ev'ry holy eye; 
« All comfortlefs, allied, and forlorn, 
« She fits on.earth and weeps upon her crofsy 
** Weary of man and his detefted ways; 
« Ev'n now the feems to meditate her flight, 
“ And waft her angels to the thrones above.” 
North, Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heaviett lofs; 
‘With him our holy faith is doom’d to fuffer; 
him our church fhall veil her facred front 
« Yhat late from heaps of Gothick ruins rofe 
| +f her firft native fimfle majefty = 






«Shall {pread her banners, and her monkith hoft,”” 
re Pride, Tynerance, and Rapine, fhall return 

Blind Bloody Zeal and cruel Prieftly Pow'r 

Shall feourge the land for ten dark ages more. 
+. Sir J.G. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
- _No potent juice or drug, to fave a life 

* Sp precious, and essere a nation’s fate? 

{\_)°” Nortb. What has been left untry’d that art could do? 
4 he ie hoary wrinkled leech has watch’d and toil'd, 


+The lines diftingnithed by inverted commas are omitted in the 
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8 LADY JANE GREY. "dal, 
“ Try'dev'ry-health-reftoring herb and gum, 

And weary'd out his painfal fkill in vain. 

* Clofe, like a dragon folded in his den, 

** Some fecret venom preys upon his heart, 

* A ftubborn and unconquerable flame v 
* Creeps in his veins and drinks the ftreams of life ;”” x 
His youthfal finews are unftrung, cold fweats 

And deadly palenefs fit upon his vifage, 

‘And ev'ry gafp we look thall be his Jatt. 

Sir J. G. Doubt not your Graces bat the Popith faétion 
Will at this junéture urge their utmoft force : 
All on the Princefs Mary turn their eyes, 
‘Well hoping the fhall build again their altars, 
[Aud Wiring thei idol worthip back fn triumph. ‘ 

North. Good Heav'n, ordain fome better fate for En; 

Suf. What bettercan wehope iffhe fhould reign? [lan 
* I know her well, a blinded zealot is the, ¥ 
* A gloomy nature, Cullen and fevere, 

« Nurtur’d by proud prefoming Romith prieits, 

“ Tanght to believe they only cannot err 

* Becaufe they cannot err; bred up in fcorn 

“ Of reafon and the whole lay world; inftruéted 

“ To hate whoe’er diffent from what they teach, 
“To purge the world from herely by blood, . 
“To maffacre a nation, and believe it 

“ An at wellpleafing to the Lord of mercy. 

“ Thefe are thy gods oh Rome! and this thy faith." 

North, And fhall we tamely yjeld ourfelves to bona ige, 
Bow down before thefe holy pple tyrants, + 
And bid 'em tread upon our flavith necks? % 
No ; let this faithfal hier Englifh hand a4 
Firk dig my grave in li and honours \ 
‘And tho’ I found but one more thos refalva . 
‘That honeft man and I would die together. 

Suf. Doubt not there areten thoufand and ten thoufanid 
To own a cxufe fo jult. , 

ir F. G. The lift T gave . 
Into your Grace’s hand laft night declares - 
My pow'r and friends at full. (To Northumbh,. 

North, Be it your care, ‘ 4 

Good Sir John Gates, to fee your friends appointed 
=" 
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nd ready for th’ occafion : hafte this inftant ; 
ofe not a moment's time. 
Sir J-G. 1 go my Lord. [Exit Sir F. Gates. 
North. Your Grace’s seat daughter, Lady Jane, 
© yet come to court: 
Suf: Not yet arriv'd, 
But with the fooneft I expeét her here: 
I know her duty to the dying King, 
Join'd with my fri commands to haften hither, 
| Vi ry L bring her on the wing. 
North. Befeech your Grace 
To {peed another meffenger to prefs her, 
For on hey happy prefence all our counfels 
id and ake their fate. 








Suf. Upon the inftant 
‘oar Grace fhallbeobey’d: Lgotofummonher. (Ex. Suf- 
North. What trivial influences hold dominion 
Over wife mens’ counfcta and thy fate of empire} 
* The greateft fehemes that human wit can forge 
* Or bold ambition dares to put in practice 
“ Depend upon our hufbanding a moment 
“ And the light lafting of a woman’s will, 
* As if the Lord of nature fhould delight 
"To hang this pond’rous globe upon a hair 
“ And bid it dance before a breath of wind.’ 
ft be here and lodg’d in Guilford’s arms 
dward dies, or all we ’ave done is marr’d. 
HaJ Pembroke! that’s a bar which thwarts my way? 
fiery temper brooks not oppofition, 
nd muft be met with foft and fupple arts, 
f** With crouching courtefy and honey’d words,” 
Such as affuage tl tbe Beies god bed tho ftrong. 
‘Enter the Earlof Pemanone. 
' a -morrow; noble Pembroke! we have ftaid 
¢ mecting of the Council for your prefence. 
\") Pemb. For mine my Lord! you your fervant fure 
ae fay that I am wanted, where yourlelf, 
“The find delete Alcides of oo. isprefent. 
or people 
raps Nosbonberlen isaym’d to meet em 
ableft head and firmeft erica ry bear, 
ret a fecond in the glorious tafk, 
jual yourfelf to all the toils of empire. 
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North. No; as I honour virtue I have try’d 
And know my ftrength too well! nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like your’s, deceive me. 
I know my temper liable to paffions, 
And all the frailties common to our nature, mm 
« Blind to events, too eafy of perfuafion, 
“ And often, too, too often, have Terr’d:” 
Much therefore have I need of fome good man, 
Some wife and honeft heart, whofe friendly aid 
Might guide my treading thro’ our prefent dangers ; 
And by the honour of my name I fyear 
L know not one of all our Englith peers 
Whom I wou'd chafe for that beft friend like Pembroke! 
Pemb. “* What thall I anfwer to a trult {& selilg,. 
* This prodigality of praife and honour?” > 
Were not your Grace too génerous of foul 
To fpeak a language diff'ring from your heart, % 
How might I thi Soild dot meen tins goodnels 
illfortune has ordain’d 
‘The rival of your fon? 
North. No more; I feorn a thought 
* So much below the dignity of virtue. 
’Tis true I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean to his fide, and fee but half his failings; 
But on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour, 
And calls to have the balance held in juftice, 
Away with all the fondnefies of nature! y 
I judge of Pembroke and my fon alike. 

Pent, 1 afk no more to bind me to your fervice, 

North. The realm is now at hazard, and bold ation 
Threaten change, tumult, and difaitrous days. 
‘Thefe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 
Of courtthip, and of love. Grant; Heav'n! the fate 
‘To fix in peace and fafety once again, 

‘Then {peak your paflion te the princely maid, 
‘And fair fuccefe attend you. For myfelf, 

My voice thall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my fon, and beauty be the umpires 

jut now @ heavicr matter.calls upon uss 
“The King with life jut Jab’ringy and. L fear 
‘The Council grow impaticat at our Ray. > » 
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Pemb. One moment’s paufe and I attend your Grace. 
[Bxit North. 
OMl Winchefter cries to me oft’ Beware 
(‘proud Northumberland. The tefty prelate, 
ged with age, with difappointed hopes, 
y. lous for old Rome, rails on the duke, 
Sufpett.sg him to favour the new teachers; 
Vet ev'n \y that if'T judge right,he errs: 
Tut were it fo, what are thefe monkifh quarrels, 
‘Thefe wordy wars of proud illmanner'd fchoolmen, 
Vous and our lay intereft? Let ’em rail , 
Avni) worry onc anot t their pleafure. 
‘This duke pf late by. many worthy offices 
aght my frienditip; and, yet more, his fon, 
ol lett youth our Lagland has to boatt of, 
ntleft nature and the braveft {pirit, 
made me long the partner of his brealt : 
* Nay, when he found, in fpite of the refiftance 
" My ttraggling heart had made'to do him juttice, 
© That Lwas grown his rival, he ftrove hard, 
© And would not turn me forth from out his bofom, 
© Bat call’d me ftill his friend.” And fee! he comes. 
Enter Lord Guivroxn. 
Ob Guilford | jut as thou wert entring here 
My thought was running all thy virtues over, 
Aad wond’ring how thy foul cou’d chufe a partner 
+h unlike itfelf. 
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‘hy open manly heart, thy courage, conftancy, 
And inborn truth, unknowing to diffemble! 
"Thou art the man in whom my foul delights, 

1 Tuwhom next Heav’n I truft. 

Pent, Oh gen'rous youth ! 

+ can a heart ftubborn and fierce like mine 


il. So won'd Tt ’ 
"twas my fate to fee and love her firft. 
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Pemb. ob! why fhou’d the, that univerfal goodnefs, 
Like light a a bleffing to the world, 
Rife like a comet fatal to eae Re 
And threaten it with ruin? 
Guil. Heav'n forbid! ye 
Ei tell me, Di seve is it not in virtne & Dr 
‘o arm again! roud imperious paffion? 
« Does holy Taoakie dwell fo near to Envy, 
“ She could not bear to fet anocher | 
If blind miftaken Chance and partial 
Should join to favour Cine 
Pemb, Name it not; z 
My fiery fpirits kindle at the thought, _ 
And hurry me to rage. we 
Guil. And yet I think a 
Tfhou’d not murmur were thy lot to Pape é me 
And mine to be refus’d; tho’ fore the ve 
‘Wou'd wound me to the heart. 7 
Pemb, Ha! couldft thi bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might'tt: pad gentle temper 
Is form'd with paffions mix'd in due proporticn, 
Where no one overbears nor plays the tyrant, 
But join in nature’s bus’nels and thy happinefs” 
While mine, difdaining Reafon and her laws, 
Like all thou canft imagine wild and. ead Soria 
Now drives me headlong on, now whit! Hs mc becky. 
‘And hurls my unftable fitting foul 
To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me \ 
And let my weaknefs ftand—— 
Enter Sir Joux Gates, \ 
Sir F. G. The Lords of Council “eh 
‘Wait with impatience—— \ 
Pemb. 1 attend their Diced Nera 
‘This only, and no more then. Whatfoever 
Fortune decrees, ftill let uscall to mind Y 
oy 
z¢ 








Our friendfhip and our honour ; and fince love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prizes 

Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought, 
‘With opennels and juftice to each other, 
“That he who wins the fair one to his arms 

Misy take ey. the AOWR ere SREY 
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LADY JANE GREYS 
ifthe wretched lofer does repine F 
soe heart and the world may all condemn him. 
[Bx. Pemb, 
fie. Haw crofs the ways of life lie! While we thiak 
velion direét in one high road, 


journey's end oppos'd in view, 
i Lenk is apos oa 


feparate int’reft. 
foretiight-can unfold 
it have end, 

Yor me and Pembroke? 
a+ stain, that is——death: 



















thefe fev'val tracks which lie before us 
We know that one leads certainly to death, 
** Bat know not which that one ie.” "Tis in vain 
abis blind divining ; let me thirik no more on't. 
And fee, the miftrefs of our fate appear! 
Enter Lady Jaxx. Gunv. Attendants. 
Hail, princely maid ! who with aufpicious beauty 
‘Cheer'tt-ev'ry drooping heart in this fad place, 
Who like the filver regent of the night 
‘Lift’ft up thy facred beams upon the land 
\ To bid the gleom look gay, difpel our horrours, 
And mike us lefs lament the fetting fun. 
L.f.G. Yes, Guilford, well doft thou compare my 
To sffe faint comfort of the waining moon; — [prefence 
fe her cold orb a cheerlefs gleam I bring ; 
‘@Silence and heavinefs of heart, with dews 
To drefs the face of nature all in tears.” 
it fay, how fares the King? 
il. He lives as yety 

ut ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 

to our fears, and gives the infant faint 
Rtsnext profpeé of his op’ ning heav'n, 
PN) L. 7. G. “Defcend yechoirsof angels toreceivehiny 
Sea‘ Tune your melodious harps to fome high ftrain, 

“eA nd waft kim upwards with a fong of triumph: 

r foal, and one more like yourfelves, 
er enter'd at the golden gates of blifs.”” 

B 























Oh Guilford! what remains for wretched Engh 
When he our guardian angel thalll forfake us) 
** For whofe dear fake Heav'a fpar’d a guilty Jand, 
* And {catter’d not its plagues while re cei 
Guil. I own my heart bleeds inward at the 
* And rifing horrours crowd the op’aing f 
And yet forgive me, thou my native count 
‘Thou land of liberty, thou nurfe of hero 
Forgive me, if in fpite of all thy dang \ 
New fprings of pleafure flow within my bofom, 
When thus ’t is giv’n me to behold thofe eyes, 
‘Thus gaze, and wonder ** how exceling: Nature > * 


** Can give each day new patterns of her fille 2 4 
“ And yet at once furpafs "em.” T3e 
L. J. G. Oh, vain tlattery! yi f FE 
+ Harth and illfounding ever to my eary ie 25 
«* But on a day like this the raven's note 

d 


ee 
« Strikes on my fenfe more {weetly.” But nojimart,* 
** I charge thee touch th’ airasef 1 theme nig mae" 


Lead me to pay my duty to the King, Vie 
‘To wet his pee cold hand with thefe laft tea 


And fhare the bleffings of his parting breath.) 
Guil. Were Llike dying Edward, fore a toch. 

Of this dear hand would kindle life anew. 

But I obey, I dread that gath’ring frowns 

_ And oh ! whene’er my bofom {wells with paf 

‘And my full heart is pain’d with ardent love, 

Allow me but to look on you and fighs 

*Tis all the humble joy that Guilford afks. of 
L. F. G. Still wilt thou frame why See o1 

«« When the wan King of Terrours ftalks befo 

‘When univerfal ruin gathers round, 

And no efeape is left us? Are we wot 

Like wretches ina orm, re ev'ry moment: 

"The greedy deep is gaping to devour? 

Aco oe feethe pele efpairing vrew : 

“ Wring their fad harids and give their labour 

‘The hope of life has ev'ry heart forfook, 
nd horrour fits on each diftraéted looks 
One folemn thought of death does all emple 

“ And cancels like a dream delight and joy 5 
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Ws forroW ftreams from all their weeping eyes, 


And one confenting voice for mercy cries; 
mbling they dread juft Heav’n’s avenging pow'r, 
Miurn their patt lives, and wait the fatal hour. [Excunt. 








ACT II. 
Scene continues. 


Evityx the Duke of Nortnumperrann and the Duke of 
wr . Surrouk. 


Se 
kag NortpuMBeRvann. 


: then be cheer’d my heart amidit thy mourning: 
1) WT We’ Fate hang heavy o'er us, tho’ pale fear 
“< And wild diftraction fit on ev'ry face,” 
*\Dho' never day of grief was known like this, 
© Afect ne rojoice, and blefe the hallow’d light - 
ofe beams aufpicious fhine upon our vaion, 
And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother. _ 
Suf. I know not what my fecret foul prefages, 
But fomething feems to whilper me within 
That we have been too hafty. * For myfelf, 
with this matter had been yet delay’d, 
That we had waited fome more blefled time, 
better day with happier omens hallow'd, 
« Fi Love to kindle up his holy flames 
t you, my noble brother, wou’d prevail, 
{And I have yielded to you.” 
forth. Doubt not any thing, 
for hold the hour unlucky that good Heav'’n, 
Who foftens the correétions of his hand, 
’ “And mixes ftilla comfort with affliGions,’” 
giv'n to-day a blefling in our children 
'o wipe away our tears for dying Edward. 
. Suf. In that I trufts Good angels be our guard, 
make my fears prove vain! But fee! my wife t 
ith her your fon, the gen'rous Guilford, comes: 
has inform’d him of our prefent purpofe. t 
Enter the Duche/s of Ser roux and Lord Guirror. 
L.. Guile How thall I fpeak the fulnefs of my heart? 
Bij 
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‘What thall I fay to blefs you for this goodnels? 

Oh gracious princefs! but my life is your's, 

And all the bus’nefs of my years to come 

Is to. attend with humbleft duty on you, 

And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. 
Duch, Suf. Yes, noble youth! I fhare tu all thy 3 

“ Tn all the joys which this fad day cau give. 2” 

“ The dear delight I have to cali thee fone 2 

“ Comes like a cordial to my droopinyr % 

“Tt broods with gentle warmth upon ply bofom, 

« And melts that froft of death whic huag about 

But hatte! inform my daughter of our pleaiure; 

« Let thy tongue put on all its plemipgelogusac 

« Inftruét thy love to ek of comboah ta tery 

“ To footh her griefs and cheer the mourning mai 
North. Alldefolate and drown’ d ic Bowinget 

By Edward's bed the pious princefs fits, 

* Faft from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 

« Fall trickling o’er her cheek, while holy ardour 

“ And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'ring foul," 7 

And ev'ry figh is wing’d with pray’rs fo potent 9 

As ftrive with Heav'n to-fave her dying \ 
Duch. Suf. From the firft early days of infant life 

A gentle band of friendship grew betwixt em, * 
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And while our uncle Henry reign’dy ‘ 
As brother wd ae bred toerther aa ‘ 
Beneath one common parent’s care they livid. 

North, A wondrous fympathy of fouls confpir’d 
To form the facred union. “ ay jane 


“ Of all his royal blood was flill the deareft ; 
“In ev'ry innocent delight they fhar’d; 

“ They fung, and danc’d, and fat, and walk’ 
“Nay, in the graver bus’nefs of his youth, 

“* When books and learning cali’d him fray 

« Ev’n there the princely maid was his comp 

“ She left the thining court to, fhare his coil, 
“ To turn with him the grave hiftorian’s page, 
“ And tafte the rapture of the poet’ ’ 
“To fearch the Latin and the Grecian the 
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Suf. Alast whatmean’ft thou? 


I tre a to kneeland pay my duty 
le eyes, and faintly fm: 
? he cry'd I only lived 
my gentle coufin, 
words to thee and die.” 
d, and oh !---he faid 
fo thou be good to England, 


in which we both were bred, 


4 And turning ev’ry polar from earth at once 
steed where all hfs hopes were fix’d, 
Earneft he pray'd---Merciful, great Defender! 
Preferve thy holy altars undefil’d, 
“ Proteét this land frum bloody men and idols, 


“Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
+* And take thy painful fervant to thy mercy 3" 
‘Then finking on his pillow, with a figh 

He breath% his innocent and faithful foul 


lory, 
Fed an the bcighite® anecla wear, be on kin, 
Den ivicseel his afhes here, and paradife, 
endlefs blifs, be open to him.” 
grief be on his grave. Our prefent duty * 
see his lait commands obey’d. 
# Yadeath be not made known 





uf. 
Be it your takk to {peak at large ourpurpofe. 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom T, t 


Your father and his own, ordain\your hutband: 
‘What more concerns our will sof pour abacus 
We leave you to receive from him at leifure> 
[Exeunt Duke and Duche/s of Suffilh, and Duke 
thumberland. ss 
Guil. Wot thou not fparea moment fr sm thy forrowe, 
“ And bid thefe bubbling reams forbr to ow? a 
** Wot thou not give one mtervalto jo yo 
One little paufe, while humbly I oe a ‘ 
The happieft tale my tongue wast ‘er bleft with: 


joy: but I will hear thee Guilford, 
Nay, I mot hear thee, fach is her command 
“ Whom early duty taught me fill t? obey.”” 
Yet oh! forgive me if to all the ftory, 
Tho’ eloquence divine attend thy peaking, 
“ Tho’ ev'ry Mufe and ev'ry Graceda crownshee,' 
Forgive me if I cannot better anfwer 
Than weeping---thus, and thus--~ 

Guil. If 1 offend thee | 
Let me be dumb for ever; “let not life 
“ Inform thefe breathing organs of my voice é 
“Tf any found from me difturb thy quiet. * 
“ What is my peace or happinefs to thine?” 
eich tho’ At gone bere decreed; = 

nd urg’d. bi afons whi impor 
This Fie te ive thee to my faithful ayms, © 
My fairelt bride my only earthly blife—— 

L. G. How? Guilford! on this night? — 

Guid. This happy night; Be 
‘Yet if thou art wlle'd to crofs my = 
If this my utmoft with fhall give thee 
Now rather let the ftroke of death fall on mit, 
And ftretch me out a lifelefs corfe bi — 
« Let me be fwept away with things forgot! 
“ Be dated pt ‘axe obfeure bind 
« Ere thou (houldtt fay my love has mad 
“ Or drop one fingle tear for Guilford’ 
L. J. G. Alas! Ihave too much of d 















. ; » 
And want not thine to furnith out new horrour. 
! dreadful thought! if thou wert dead intleed 
were left me then! Yes, I will own, 
ite of the blufh that burns my maiden cheek, 
heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long : 
Sweetnefs, virtue, and unblemith’d youth, 
oma place for thee within my bofom;. 
wives look coldly on thee now, 
SPANO Ve on this difaftrous day, 
Jy.) gould not deal fo hardly 
\p for all thy faithful vows, 
exefs with nought but tears; 


hut call thee mine, confirm that hope 
the doubts which vex my anxious foul, 
all the reit do thou allot it for me, 
at thy pleafure portion out my bleffings. 
‘eyes thall learn to {mile of weep from thine, 
7 will I think of joy while thou art fad. 
couldit thou be fo cruel to command it, 
# Twill Torege a bridegroom's facred right, 
_ Aud (leep far from thee on th’ unwholefome earthy 
“ Where damps arife and whiftling winds blow lond, 
““ Then when the day returns come drooping to thee, 
* My Jocks ftill drizzling with the dews of night, 
* Aba cheer my heart with thee as with the morning. 
WA Say, wot thou confecrate the night to forrow, 
“fad up ev'ry fenfe to folemn fadnefs? 
™ Wot thou in watching wafte the tedious hours, 
filently and careful by my fide, 
ro the toiling clocks the cricket’s ery, 
‘od ey'ry melancholy midnight noife? 
Sy; wot thou banith pleafure and delight? 
v ou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
now and then let fall atear 
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“ Conftant as never-ceafing waters roll 

“ That purkand gurgle o’er their fands for ever: 4 
* The fun thall fee my grief thro’ all his fp z 
** And when night comes fad Philomel, ‘ins | 

« From ftarry vefper to the rofy: dawns ei Ahoss 
“ Shall ceafe to tune her lamentable fong. ia % 








“ The dear companion of my future 
** Whatever Providence allots for 
* Be that the common ion of us 
* Share all the griefs of thy unha 
“ But if good Heav'n has any joys'im 
“ Let them be all thy own.” ahi 58 
Guil. "Thou wondrous goodnefs! ar 
 Heav’n gives too much at onee in. neet s e 
“ And by the common courfe of thin 
“ Where each delight is empeid beanie ad 
* Some evil terrible and unforefeem) . 
Mutt fure enfue to poife the feale again yo 
«This valt profufion of exceeding pleafure 5 
“ But be it fo, let it be death and ruin, 
“On any terms I take thee. 
L. 7.G. Truft our fate 
“ To him whofe gracious wifdom guides our ways, 
“« And makes what we think evil turn to good.”? 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire; “2 
T'll fummon all my reafon and my duty \ 
‘To footh this ftorm within, and frame my heart 
To yield obedience to my noble parents. 
Guil. Good angels minifter their comforts to thee! 
And oh! * if, as my fond belief wou'd hopes 
“ Ifany word of mine be gracious to thee,’? 


I beg thee, I confure thee, drive away: 
‘Thofe murd’rous thoughts of grief ‘at kill “~h 








Reftore thy gentle bofom’s native peace, 
Lift up the light of gladnefs in thy eyes, 
And cheer my heavinefs with one dear {mile. 
L. FG. Yes, Guilford, I will fludy to forget 4: 
All that the royal Edward has been to me, " 
“ How we have lov'd ev'n from our very cradles.” ~  \ J 


—_ 


wes ber ig] 
ae ‘at her foft complai: 


movingaccent that fhe breathes 
Tene ay my courage, flackens my tough nerves, 
Pitney pon ka pe 
palley end takes diftafte at pleafure ; 
tee grows out-of tune, it ioathes the world, 


ns at fall the poife and folly of it, 
1 cou’d fet me down in fome dull thade 
oe Gia Gontemplation keeps her cave 
“ And dwells with hoary hermits, forget myfelf, 
“ There fix my ftupid eyes upon the earth, 
€ id mufe away nase in deepett melancholy.” 
> Breer Pemsroxe. 
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Pemb. So to m thou feem’it. + “ff 
Ga te ne a ae 
Pemb. Ueaen'd it from thy father ao 

Jutt as I enter'd here. But fay, cou'd that, y 

A fate which ev’ry moment we expeéted, 

Diftraét thy thought or fhock thy temper thus? 77 
Guil. Oh Pembroke! ’tis in vain to hide fram “hee, 

For thou haft look’d into my artlefs bofom-*°" - 

And feen at once the hurry of my foul. c 

*Tis true thy coming ftruck me with fy'-prife. , 

Thave a thought—| herefore {aif one? t 

Thave a thoufand' thoughts all up in;arms, 

* Like pop‘lous towns difturb’d a@dcad of night, 

“That mix'd in darknels buftle to-aad Ty = 

“* As if their bus’nels were to make confufion.” Ps 
Pemb, Then fure our better angels tall’d-me hither, 

For this is friendfhip’s hour and frendthip'e office, ” 

To come when counfel and when help is wanting, hi 

To thare the pain of ev'r gnawing care, ‘ 

To {peak of comfort in the time of trouble, 

To reach a hand and fave thee from adverfity. é 
Guil. And wot thou be a friend to me indeed ? uJ 

And while I lay my" bofom bare before thee 

“© Wot thou deal tenderly, and let thy hand 

“ Pafs gently over ev'ry painful part?” 

Wot thou with patience hear, and judge with temper? 

And if perchance thou mect with fomething harfh, 

Somewhat to roufe thy rage and grate thy ‘ul, f 

Wot thou be matter of thyfelf and bear it? % 
Pemb. Away with all this needlefs preparation! 

‘Thou know’ft thou art fo dear, fo facred to me, wal 

‘That I can never think thee an offender. 1 

If it were fo that I indeed mutt judge thee, Sy 

I fhould take part wit! jthee againit myfelf, 4 

™ And call thy fault aNirtue.” P ) 
Guil. But fappofe 

‘The thought were fomewhat that concern’d our k 
Pemb. No more; thou know’ft we fpokeof that to=ur, 


And on what terms we left it. Tis afubjeét Pe 

Of which, if poflible, I wou'd not think; 

I beg that we may mention it momores | i 
Guil. Can we not Speak of itwith temper? 


A 


cabs 


, No, rtey 
eo yl Detnnot; therefore prithee fpare it. 
) . GG. Oh! cou'd the fecret I won’d tell thee fleep, 
Andfhe worldnever know it, my fond joace i 
ro Gove? ~ ge eee imamate 
an owith an of les 
i howe'er ungrateful to thy cary 
be sitttlite once, hear it from me. 
and eafe thedoubtsthat fhockmy foul, 
Guilford’s better flars prevail, |. 


remb, fe; *tis done: 
Seek not wai exctife or foft’ning words: 
pita jeated with thy friend, , 
yun | covtrivances undone me, 
, And <i opp seten ieee 
\ hou liniettepp'a in between me and my hopes, 
ied from me all:my foul held dear: 
alt betray’ me— . 
How fbetray’d thee, Pembroke? 


‘Yeu; falfely, like a traitor. 
VGuil. bare. 
{je Pamb, Bal thinknot Iwill bear the foul play from thee; 
‘There a4 bathie which I could ne’er forgive. 


fame indeed. No, hold I charge thee, 
ia jat ever we were 
t Tor thy fallchood, . 
= hecho ey 
my happin : 
ofhiméelf, Farewell. [Going 
? think not thus to part, 





edept batterers FE, ete 
jay thou art marry’d,, poltefs’d 7 
Kui noatis keer ae aoperige 











That I may curfe myfelf, and thee, and her.) 
Céme, tell me how thou didi: friend, 
How didét thou look with that ying face, ;0 
And fmiling plot myruin? 4 


Guil. Give me way: ‘ 
When thou art better temper’d I:may,tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and fri i 

Pemb. And doftthouhope tofhunms then, thoutraitor 
No, I will have it now, this moment, from thee}. «| 
““Ordrag the fecret out from thy Salle heart...” Sm 

Guil. ** Away, thoumadman! 1 wou'd talk to winds; 7 

“ And reafon with the rude tempeftuous { yy 

™ Sooner than hold difcourfe with rage Tike shite, 


Pemb, “ Tell it, or by my. sae poadispen bi, < 
> [Laying bis band upon bis 
17M] tab the larking treaion in thy heart. ¥ ol 
Guil. Ha! thay thee there, nor let thy frantick 
[Stopping him ., 
Untheath thy weapon. If the fword be drawn, , 
If once we mect on terms like thofe, farewell 
To ev'ry thought of friendfhip; one muft fali. 
Pemb. Curfe on thy friendthip ! I would break the band, 
Guil. That as you pleafe—Befde, this place is facred, 
And wo’ not be profan’d with brawls and outrages 0.4 : 
You know I dare be found on any fammons. y 
Pemb. 'Tis well. My vengeance fhall not loiter longs) 
Henceforward let the thoughts of our paft lives " 
Be turn’d to deadly and remorfelefs hate. . 
Here I give up the empty name of Friend, 
Renounce all gentlenefs, all commerce. 
To death defy thee as my mortalfoe, 
Ad when we meet again may fwift 
Rid me of thee or rid me of myfelf. _ 
Guil. The fate I ever fear’d is fall?’n 
And lon; my boding heart divin’ 
A ike this from his ungovern’d r 
Oh Pembroke! thou haft done me much 
For I have borne thee true unfeign’d 
. ’Tis pait, and thou art loft to me for ever. 
3 














Love is or o to be our greateft blife; 
“ Since ev'ry eso how dear focver, 
* Gives way to that, and we leave all for Loves 
Atthe imperious tyrant’s lordly call 
ee u dpite of reafon and reftraint we come, 
‘Leave kindred parents and our native home: 
« The trembling maid with all her fears he charms, 
“ And pulls her from her weeping mother’s arms; 
“He laughs at all her Jeagues, and in proud feora 
» Commands the bands of friendfhip to be torn, 
“ Difdains a partner fhould partake his throne, 

















But reigns unbougded, lawlefs, andalone. — CEsit, 
te 
a ACT IT. 
MM 7 _ Scene, the Tower, 
a Enter Pemsxoxe and Garviner. 


- Garpiner. 
»» Nay, by the rood, my Lord, you were to blame 
To let a hair-brain’d paffion be your guide, 
And hurry you into fuch mad extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy profit 
By paticnt hearing ; the unthinking Lord 
Had brought forth ev'ry Secret of Ria foul 
‘Then when you were the matter of his bofom 
That was the time to ufe him with contempt, 
And turn his friendthip back upon his hands. 
Pemb. Thou talk’ft as if a madman could be wife. 
Dh Winchetter! thy hoary frozen age 
Jean never guefs my pain, can never know 
‘The burning tranfports of untam’d defire. 
, tell thee, rev’rend Lord, to that one blifs, 
'o the enjoyment of that lovely maid, 
to their- centre, I had drawn each hope 
and ev'ry wilh my furious foul cou’d form ; 
©" still with regard to that my brain forethought, 
i pAnd fathion’d ev'ry a€tion of my life: f 
n to be robb'd at once, and unfufpeéting 
* Sedath’d in all the height of expeCtation, 
«Tt was ifot tobe borne,” é 
t 
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Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen’d fince? 
Pemb. U have not had a minute's peace of mind, 

A moment's paufe, to reit from rage, or think. 
Gar. Learn it from me then ; but ere I fpeak 

T warn you to be matter of yourfelf, “ght 

‘Tho? as you know they have confin’d me long, 

Gra’mercy to their goudnefs! pris’ner here, 

Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 4 

Within the Tower, and hold free fpeech with any, 

Thaye not dreamt away my thouglitlefs hours : 

“ Without good heed to thefe our righteous rulers:”” 

‘To prove this true this morn a truity fpy 

Has brought me word that yelter ening late, 

In fpite of all the grief for Edward's death, | 

Your friends were marry’d. i 
Pemb, Marry'd! who?——Damnation! “4 
Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley and the Lady Jane. aa 
Pemb. Curfe on my ftars? 





Gar. Nay, in the name’of grace ij 

Reitrain this finful paffion: all’s not loft : 

In this one fingle woman. 5 
Penb. V have lot 


More than the female world can give me'back: 

Thad beheld ev’n her whole fex unmov'd, 

Look’d o’er ’em like a bed of gaudy flow’rs 

‘Phat lift their painted heads and live a day, 

‘Then fhed their trifling glories unregarded 5 

My heart difdain’d their beauties, till-the came 

With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give, 

And witha mind fo great it {poke its effence 

Immortal and divine. Ls 
Gar, She was a wonder; 

Detraction mutt allow that. , 
Pemb, * The virtuous came, 

« Sorted in gentle fellowhhip, to crown her, 

“As if they meant to mend each other'savork. , ‘ 

“ Candour with goodnefs, fortitude with fweetnefs, | > 

* SuriG piety, and love of truth, with learning 

More than the fchools of Athens ever knew a 


ri 





* Or her owa Plato taught. A wonder, Wincheft 
Thou know’ft not what the was, nor can I fpeak het, 
‘More than to fay the was that only blefling # 

My foul was fet upon, and I have loft her. 
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Gar. Your ftate is not fo bad as you woud make it, 
Nor need you thus abandon ev’ry hope. 
Pemb. Ha! Wot thou fave me, {natch me from defpair, 
And bid me live again? 
Gar. She may be your's. 
uppofe her hufband die. 
4 Peni. O vain, vain hope! 
Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope fo vain. 
‘Thefe Gofpellers have had their golden days, 
‘And lorded it at will, with proud defpite 
Have trodden dowa ourholy Roman faith, 
Ranfack'd our fhripes, and driv’n her faints to exile; 
Bat if my divination-fail me not 
\. Their haughty hearts fhall be abas’d ere long, 
\and feel the vengeance of our Mary’s reign. 
Pemb. And wouldit thou have my fierce impatience ftay ? 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait 
For diftant joys, whole ages yet behind? 
Can love attend on politicians’ fchemes, 
Expeét the flow events of cautious counfels, 
Cold‘unrefolving heads and creeping time? 
Gar. To-day, or I am ili-inform’d, Northumberland, 
With eafy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reft, 
Meet here in council on fome deep defign, - 
Some traiterous contrivance, to proteét 
‘Their apftart faith from near approaching ruin: 
But there are punifhments—halters and axes 
For traitors, and confuming flames for hereticks: 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut thort 
Evn in his highet hope—But go not you, 
Howe’er the fawning fire old Dadley court you; 
No, by the holy rood f charge you mix not 
With their pernicious counfels—Miichief waits em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable deftruétion. 
« ___ Pemb. Ha; join with them! the-cyrfed Dudley’s races. 
Who while they held me in their arms tetray’d me, 
, Scorn’d me for not fufpecting they were villains, 
And made a mock’ry of my ealy friendihip! 
No, when I do difhonour be my portion, 
“ And fwift perdition catch mg—Join with them!” 
+ Gar, 1 wou’d not have you—Hie you to the city;. 
And join with thofe that love our ancient faith. 
° Ci 
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Gather your friends about you, and be ready 
“Y” affert our zealous Mary's royal title,.. 
‘And doubt not but her grateful hand fhall give you 
‘To fee your foul’s defire upon your enemics: 
‘Lhe church hall pour her ample treafures forth too, (y 
And pay you with ten thoufand years of pardon, we 

Pend. No; kecp your bleffings back, and give me ven- 
Give me to tell that foft deceiver Guilford, ([geance: 
“Thus, traitor, hait thou done, thus haft thou wrong’d me, 
And thus thy treafon finds a juft reward. 

Gar, But foft ! no more! the Lordso’ the Council come, 
Ha! by the mafs the-bride and bridegroom too ! 

Retire with me my Lord: we mutt.ffot meet ’em. 

Pemb. "Tis they themlelves, the curfed happy pair! 
Hafte, Winchelter, hafte! let us fly for ever, 

‘And drive her from my very thoughts if poffible. 

Oh! love, what have I loft! Ob! rev’rend Lord, 

* Pity this fond this foolith weaknefs in me! 

“ Methinks I go like our firft wretched father, 

“ When from fis blifeful garden he was driv’ns 

“Like me he went defpairing, and like me 

© "Thus at the gate itopt thort for one laft view; 

Then with the cheerlefs partner of his wo 

* He turn’d him to the world that lay below, 

+ There for his Eden’s happy plains beheld 

“ A barren wild uncomfortable field; 

* He faw "twas vain the ruin to deplore, 

© He try'd to give tlte fad remembrance o'er, 

“ The fad remembrance flill return’d again, 

“ And his loft Paradife renew'd his pain.” 

[Zxeunt Pembroke and Gardiner. 

Enter Lord Guitrorn ahd Lady Jane. 

Guil, What fhall [ fay to thee ! what pow'r divine 
Will teach my tongue'to tell thee what | feel, \ 
‘To ponr the tran{ports of my bofom forth, 

And make thee partner of the joy dwells there? 

“ For thou art comfortlefs, full of affliction, 

“ Heavy of heart as the forfaken widow, i 
“ And defolate as orphans.” Oh my fair one! 

‘Thy Edward thines amoagit the brightelt flars, 

And yet thy forrows feeK him in the grave. F 

L. F. G. Alas, my deareft Lord! a thoufand grief 
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Befet my anxious heart ; and yet, as if 
‘The burthen were too little, I have added 
‘The weight of all thy cares, and, like the mifer, 
Increafe of wealth has made me but more wretched. 
“The morning light feems not to rife as ufual, 

* It draws not to me like my virgin days, 
«« But brings new thoughts and other fears upon me:”” 
I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain’d 
Left aught but good fhou’d happen to my Guilford. 
Guil. Nothing but good can happen to thy Guilford 
While thou art by his fide, his better angel, 
His bleffing and his guard. id 
L. F. G. Why carne we hither? 
|“ Why was I drawn to this unlucky place, 
“ This Tow’r, fo often {tain’d with royal blood? Py 
\ Here the fourth Edward's helplefs fons were murder’d,. 
“ And pious Henry fell by ruthlefs Glo’tter. 
* Is this the place allotted far rejoicing, 
“The bow'r adorn'd to keep cur nuptial featt in? 
“ Methinks Sufpicion and Diftruft dwell here, 
“ Staring with meagre forms thro” grated windows,, 
© Death lurks within, and unrelenting Punithment, 
“ Without grim Danger, Fear, and fierceit Pow'r 
™ Sit on the rude old tow’rs and Gothick battlements, 
“ While Horrour overlooks the dreadful wall, 
** And frowns on all around. 
Guil. “In fafety here’ * 
“ The Lords 0” th? Council have this morn decreed: 
“To meet, and with united care fapport 
“ The feeble tott’ring ftate.”” To thee, my Princes, 
Whofe royal veins are rjch in Henry’s blood, 
With one confent the nobleft heads are bow'’ds 
From thee they afk a fanStion to their counfels,. 
And from thy healing hand expeét-a cure 
For England's lofs in Edward. 
L. F. G. How! from me! 
_ Alas! my Lord—But fure thou mean’ft to mock me?! 
Guil. No, by the love my faithful heart is full of ! 
But fee, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
# ‘To intercept my ftory: the fhall tell thee, 
For in her look I read the lab’ring thought, 
‘What vait event thy Fate is now difclofing. 
Ciij 


_ a | 






aaa ae 
“ye < BADY JANE on 

Enter the Duchefi of Suv FOUR. x 

Duch. Suf. No more complain, indulge thy tears no 

Thy pious grief has giv’n the grave its due; [more, { 


TLL, 


« Let thy heart kindle with the hi gheft hopes, 
“ Expand thy bofom, let thy foul enlarg'd” 
Make room to entertain the coming glory! SN 
For Majeity and purple Greatnefs court thee, 
Homage and Jow Subjestion wait: a crown, 
“That makes the princes of the earth like gods,”” 
A. crown, my daughter, England’s crown, attends 
‘To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath. 
LF. G. Amazemert chillsmy veins! What faysmy mo- 
‘ ther? . 
Duch. Suf. Tis Heav’n's decree; for our expiring Ed- 
: When now juit itruggling to his native flies, [ward,, 
vn on the verge of heav’n, in fight of angels J 
‘That hover’d round to waft him to the ftars, 
Ev'n then declar’d my Jane for his facceffor. 
L. FG. Cou'd Edward do this? cou'd the dying faint 
Bequeath his crown to me? Oh fatal bounty ! 
‘Tome! but ‘tis impoffible! “ Wedream ; 
“ A thonfand and a thoufand bars oppofe me, 
_“ Rife in my way and intercept my paffage : 
“ Ev’n you, my gracious mother, what muft you be 
* Ere can be a queen? 
Duch. Suf. * That, and that only, 
“ Thy mother; fonder of hat tender name 
“Than all the proud additions Pow’r can give. 
+ Yes, I will give up all my thare of greatnefs, 
And live in low obfeurity for every 
* To fee thee rais'd, thon darling of my heart, 
“ And fix'd upona throne.” Butice, thy father 
Northumberland, with all the Council, come 
‘To pay their vaw'd allegiance at thy feet, 
To Knzel and call thee Queen. 
L. J. G. Support me Guilford ; 
Give me thy aid; itay thou my fainting foul, 
And hetp me to reprefs this crowing danger. 
Enter Surroux, Norrsumurrcann, Lords and others of 
the Privy Council. 
North, Hail, facred Princefs fprang fromancient kings, 
Our England’s deareft hope, undoubted offspring 
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OF York agd Lancafter’s united line, 
« By whole bright zeal, by whofe vidtorious faith, 
“ Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion, 
“ That lamp of truth which fhines upof our altars, 
« Shall lift its golden head and fourifh long, 
’ Beneath whofe awful rule and righteous tceptre 
© The plenteous years fhall roll in long fucceflion, 
« Law hall prevail, and ancicat right takerplace, 
“« Fair Liberty thall lift her cheerful head 
“ Fearlefs of tyranny and proud oppreffion, 
© No fad. complaining in our ftreets fhall cry, 
“ Bot juftice fhall be exercis'd in mercy.” 
Hail, royal Jane! behold we bend our knees, 
[They kneel. 
‘The pledge of homage and thy land’s obedience; 
With bumbleft duty thus we kneel, and own thee 
Our Liege our fow’reign Lady and our Queen. 


L. ¥.G. Oh rife! 
My father, rife! . [To Suf. 
® And you my father too! [To North: 


Rife all, nor cover me with this confufion. — [They rife. 
What means this mock, this mafking shew of greatnefs? 
Why do you hang thefe pageant glories on me, 
And drefs me up in honours not my own? 
North, The daughters of our late great mafter Heary 
Stand both by #aw excluded from fucceffion. 
To make all firm, 
And fix a pow’r unqueftion’d in your hand, 
Edward by will bequeath'd his crown to yous, 
And the concurring Lords in council met 
Have ratify’d the gift. 
L. F. G. Are crowds and empire, 
« The government and fafety of mankind,” 
‘Trifles of fuch light moment to be left 
Like fome rich voy, “a ring or fancy’d gem,” 
+ The pledge of parting friends? Can kings do thus, 
And give away a people for a legacy? 
North. Forgive me, princely aay, if my wonder 
Seizes edch fenfe, cach faculty of mind, 
To fee the utmoft wilh the great can form, 
A crowa, thus coldly met ;.a crown which, fighted: 
And left im feorn by you, flallfoon be fought, 
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And find a joyful wearer, one e 
Of blood ankindred to your royal houfe, 
And fix its glories in another line, 
L, F.G. Where art thou now, thou partner of my 
cares? [Turning to Guilford. 
“ Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen * 
* Oh! fave me from this forrow, this misfortune, 
“ Which in the fhape of gorgeous Greatnels comes 
“ To crown and make a wretch of me for ever: 
Guil. Thou weep’ft my queen, and hang’ft thy droop- 
ing head 
“ Like nodding poppies heavy with the rain, 
“ That bow their weary necks and-bend to earth.” 
See, by thy fide thy faithful Guilford ftands, 
Prepar'd to keep diftrefs and danger from thee, 
To wear thy facred caufe upon his fword, 
And war againft the world in thy defence. 
North. Oh! * {tay this inaufpicions ftream of tears, 
“ And cheer your people with one gracjous fmile, 
© Nor comes your fate in fuch a dreadful form 
«To bid you fhun it.’Turn thofe facred eyea 
* On the bright profpeét empire fpreads before you.”* 
Methinks I fee you feated on the throne, 
* Beneath your feet the kingdom’s great degrees 
In bright confufion thine, mitres and coronets, 
* The various ermine and the glowing putple," 
Affembled fenates wait with awful dread 
To firm your high commands and make ’em fate. 
L. F. G. Youturn to view the painted fide of royalty» 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath, 
Is it to be a queen to fit aloft 
In folemn dull uncomfortable ftatt, 
‘The flatter’d idol of a fervile court? 
Is it to draw a pompous train along, 
A pageant for the wond’ring crowd to gaze at? 
i” wantonnefs of pow’r to reign, 
“ And make the world fubfervient to my pleafure? 
“« Ts it not rather to be greatly wretched, 
* To watch, to toil, to take a facred charge, 
4, To bend cach day before high Heav’n, and own 
“This people haft thou trulted to my hand, : 
“ And at my hand I know thou fhalt require ’em?”” 





asi. sas yamouey gg 
Alas, Northumberland!—my father!—is it not 
‘To livea life of care, and when I die 
{Have more to anfwer for before my Judge 
"Than any of my fubjeéts? 
Duch. Suf. Ev'ry itate 
® Allotted to the race of man below 
«Is in proportion doom’d to taite fome forrow, 
' Nor is the golden wreath on a king’s brow 
.“ Exempt from care ; and yet who would not bear it? 
Think on the monarchs of our royal race, 
«They liv’d not for themfelves: how many bleflings, 
“ How many lifted hands, hall pay thy toil, 
* If for thy people’s good thou haply borrow 
“ Some portion from the hours of reit, and wake 
+ «To give the world repofe!”” 
, . Suf: Behold, we ftand upon the brink of ruin, 
; And only thou cant fave us. Perfecution, 
‘The fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures 5 
See where fhe comes in Mary’s frieftly train! 
Still wot thou doubt, till thou behold her ftalk 
Red with the blood of martyrs, andwide wafting 
Over England’s bofom? “ All the mourning year 
“ Our towns shall glow with unextinguith’d fires, 
* Our youth on racks fhall ftretch their crackling bones, 
“Our babes thall {praw] on confecrated fpears, 
“ Matrons artehufbands, with their newborn infants, 
“ Shall burn promifcuous; a continu’d peal 
“ Of lamentations, groans, and fhricks, fhall found 
“ Thro’ all our purple ways.” 
Guil, Amidft that ruin 
‘Think thou behold’ft thy Guilford’s head laid low, 
Bloody and pale. 
L. 7. G. Oh! {pare the dreadful image! 
Guil. Oh! wou'd the mifery be bounded there 
My life were little; but the rage of Rome 
Demands whole becatombs, a land of viétims. 
“* With fuperitition comes that other fiend, 
** That bane of peace, of arts and virtue, Tyranny, 
“ That foe of juftive, feorneriof all law, 
« That beaft which thinks mankind were born for one, 
" And made by Heav’n to bea monfter’s prey, © 
« That heavielt curfe of groaning nations, tyranny.” 














Mary thall by her kindred Spain t 
To bend our necks beneath arated nae 
And rule o'er wretches with an iron {ceptre. 
LF. G. Avert that judgment Heav’n! 
Whiate’er thy Providence allots for me 
In mercy fpare my country. 
Guil. Oh my queen! 
Does not thy great thy generous heart relent 
To think this land, for liberty fo fam’d, 
Shall have her tow’ry front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its glory? «Oh my country! 
“ Oh! fairelt Albion! emprefs of the deep, 
*¢ How have thy nobleft fons with ftubborn valour 
* Stood to the lait, dy'd many a field in blood, 
«In dear defence of birthright and their laws! 


* And fhallthofe hands which fought the caufe of freedom, 


“Be manacled in bafe unworthy Londs, 
« Be tamely yielded up, the {poil, the flaves, 
“ Of hairbrain'd Zeal aiid cruel coward priclts?” 


L.7.G. Yer, my lov'd Lord, my foul ismov’d like thine 


At ev'ry danger whith invades our England; 
My cold heart kindles at the great occafion, 
And cou’d be more than man in her defence: 
But where is my commiffion to redrefs? 
Or whence my pow’r to fave? Can Edward's will, 
Or twenty met in council, make a queen? 
Can you, my Lords, give me the pow’r to canvafe 
A doubtful title with king Henry's daughters? 
Where are the rev'rend fages ofthe law : 
‘To guide me with their wifdoms, and point out 
‘The paths which xight and juftice bid me tread? 
North. The Judges all attend)and wil} at leifure 
Refolve you ev'ry feruple. 
L. 7. G. They expound; 
But where are thofe, my Lord, that make the law? 
‘Where are the ancient honours of the realm, 
‘The nobles with the mitred fathers join’d? 
‘The wealthy commons folemnly bled? 
Where is that voice of a confenting péople 
‘To pledge the univerfal faith with mine, 
And‘call me juftly Queen? 
North, “ Nor fhall that long 


et 





Be wanting to your wih. The Lords and Commons 

Shall at your royal bidding foon affemble, 

‘And with united homage own your title: 

Delay not then to meet the general with, 

But be our queen, be England's better angels 

Nor let miftaken piety betray you 

# To join with cruel Mary in our ruin: 

) & Her bloody faith commands her to deftroy, 

“1 And your's enjoins to faves 
mg Guil. Our foes, already 

f ‘High in their hopes, devote us all to death: 
* The dronifh monks, the {corn and fhame of manhood, 
"-* Roufe and prepare once more to take poffeflion, 
To neftle in their ancient hives again; 

* Again they furbih up their holy trumpery, 

« Relicks and wooden wonder-working faints, 
Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbith, 
In high proceffion mean to bring them back, 
And place the puppets in theit thrines again 5 
While thofe of Reener malice, favage Bonner, 
And deep-deligning Gard’ner, dream of vengeance, 

* Devour the blood of innocents in hoy 
Like vultures fnuff the Maughter in A% wind, 

* And fpeed their fight to havock and the prey.”” 

Hiatte then and fave us, while ’tis giv'n to fave 

Your country, your religion, 

North. Suve your friends! 
‘Suf. Your father! 
Duch. Suf. Mother! 
Guil. Husband! 
L. J. G, Take mey 
Taveft meiwith this rugs wre 
Know one minute more ; 
nights be {pent in care, 
with tumults and alarms; 
if my fate 
ublick victim, 
will die 
ith my faith is x’d on, 
And that dear native land which gave me birth. 
. Guil. Woke ev’rytuneful inftrument to tell its, 
And let the trumpet’s fprightly note proclaim” 


My Jane’is England's queen! ‘Let the loud cannon 

“In peals of thunder fpeak it to Auguita; ‘ 

“ Imperial Thames, catch thou the facred found, ok | 

“ And roll it to the fubje€&t ocean down: 

“ Tell the old deep and all thy brother floods” ‘ 

« My Jane is emprefs of the wat'ry world! - 

«Now with glad fires our bloodlefs ftreets-fiall thine, ~ 

“ With crice of joy our cheerful ways thall ring,” 

‘Thy name thall echo thro’ the refeu'd ifle, 

Aad reach applauding heav'n! : 

 G. Oh Guilford ! what do we give up for glory!" 

Fong glory ! that’s a toy I would not purchafe, 

Aniice empty bubble: but for England! ’ 

What mutt we lofe for that! Since then my Fate 

Has forc’d this hard exchange upon my will | 

‘Let gracious Heay’n allow me one requeft: 

For that bledt peace in which I once did dwell, 
“ For books, retirement, and my ftudious cell, 
« For all thofe joys my hppier days did prove. 
“For Plato and his Academick grove 
All that I atk is, tho” my Tortune frown, 

_ And bury me benerth this fatal crown, 

Let that one good te added to my doom, 
To fave this land fro tyranny and Rome. — [Exewah, 


SEER 


ACT Iv. 


ScENE continues. 








Enter Pemprone i pags 


Ganviner. 
Ty an unlucky and aceurfed hour 
Set forth that traitor duke, that Sent 
“To draw his {word upon the fide of herety, 
* And war againfl our Mary's royal right . 
« Til Fortune fly before, and pave his way 
“ With difappotmrments, mifchief, and efeat 
Dothou, O holy Becket, the proteor, 
‘The champion, and the martyr of oug church, 
Appear, and once more own the cauie of Romes 
4 
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down his lance, break thou his fword in battle, 





“ rebellion with confufion. 
Pend. 1 his army’s head 5 
 Tmanktd him iffwing dh City-gate 
IekateaheppemedeNpaa 
“And (he he wage lis bever up) cou’d read 


' ¢ 
pon his nr aud difmay. ' 
Lye voice ix eek fslucation cheer’d-him, 


None with'd his arms might thrive, or bad God fpeed him, 
But thro’ a faring ghaltly-looking crowd, 
Unhail’d, unblefs'd, with heavy heart he went, 
As if his traitor father’s haggard ghoft, 
And Somerfet freth Desding erie the axe, 
. On either hand had uthér’d him to rain. 
Gar, Nor fhall the holy rengeance loiter long. 
‘Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen, 
ry, our pious miftrefs, where each day 
obles of the land apd fwarming populace 
dtifbenench her rofl enfigus. 
Needed by Sir Tborows Jeraingham, 
‘Sut in we mdnnet toeppom her, 
‘ith one confeat have join’d to owsh her caufe; 
) The valiant Suflex aud Sic Edward Holtings, 
With many move of note, are tip ips 
And all declare for her. ¢ 
Pemb, * The citizens, oe 
“« Who held the noble Somerfet right dear, 
“ Hate this afpiring Dudley and his race, 
“ And wou’d upon the inilant join t' oppofe him, 
“ Could we but ditsw forme of the Lords 0’ th’ Council 
bad own the fame defign, 
“ And bring the rey’ned finétive of authority 
“ To lead "em intopillion. For shat purpofe 
sue thee asto eforede, ne 
‘o learn expedics be found 
. © To win the Dwicl to our fide: . 
| ‘*Saypthou,: head is grown thus filver-white 
Bi Sa er and turns of ftate, 
\-* How may ‘our enemies with ruin, 
* And fink oe oud Retetatend tahelf? - 
Gar. “ In imppy time be your whole with accomplifh'd. 
* Since the proud duke fetiout J have had eae 
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* As fit occafion ferv'd, with divers of omy # = 4 


“The Earl of Aranitel, Mafon, and C 
«« And Gad 'em all difpm'd as eceourd ade? 


« By holy Mary, if I count aright, 4 yaa 
« To-day the better part fhall leave this place, : 

“ And meet at Baynard’s Caflle in the Gity, = 
« There own our fov’reign’s title, xad defy aL 


« Jane and her Gofpel crew. But'hie you hence! 
This place is ftill within our foes’ command; 
Their puppet-queen reigns here.” ¢ 
Enter an Officer with a Guard. 
Of Seize on'em both. [Guards feive Pemb. and Gare 
My Lord, you are a pris’ner to the flate. 
Pent. Ha! by whofe order? 
Of. By the Queen’s command, - 
Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord Guilford Dudley, 
Pemb. Curfe on his traitor’s heart ! 
¥ Gar. Lae you paler a " 
‘ou have loiter’d here tod ; natlence 
‘Thefe bonds fhall not be lating hes 3 i 
Off. As for you Sizy = 17 Ae | 
Tis the Queen’s ree you be lof confin’d 5, 
You ’ave us’d that fiir permiffion was allow'd you 
"Lo walk at bape within the Tower unworthily : 
You’re noted for an over-bufy meddler, 
A fecret pees againft the ftate, 
For which henceforth your limits thall be ftraiter, 
Hence, to your chamber. 
Gar. Farewell, gentle Pembroke, 
I truft that we thall meet on blither terms; 
‘Till then amongft my beads I wjll remember you, , 
And give you to the keeping faints. 
(Excunt part of the Grards with Gardiner: 
Pemb. Now, whither muft go? = 
Of. This way my Lord. [Going off 
Enter Guivrorn. 
Guil, Hold Captain! ere you go; Lhavel word or two 
For this your noble pris'ner. 
Of: At your pleafure: 
I know my duty, and attend yqur Landhips 
[The Officer and Guards retireta the. Sarthe part of tbe flage 
Guil, Is all the gentlenefs that was betwixt us i 
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loft, fo fwept away from thy remembrance, 
‘Dpon me 
). Hal look! 
crrougs agp there in the Dudley’s race 
That Pe not look upon and fcorn? 
dip i wou’d not look upon thee: 
(9: eyes ula gn what we hate 
well as what 


Guil. You hate ye then! 
Penb. 1 do, and with perdition may o'ertake 
Ferny fatier, thy falfe fell, and thy whole name. 
5 Guil. And yet as fure as rage difturbs thy reafon, 
‘And mafters all the noble nature in thee, 
As fure as thou haft wrbng'd me, I am come 
Ap tendernefs of friend{hip to preferve thee, * 
‘To plant ev'n all the pow'r I have before the} 
ond fence the from deilruétion with my life. 
Friendihip from thee! but my jut foul difdains 


Hencél take rottituted bawble back, {thee. 
© Hang’.to flavering idiot’s aeck, 

none wil ‘forte tinfel toy.”” 
But 


u art come perhaps to vaunf\thy greatncfs, 
And fet thy purple pomp to view before me, 
‘To let me know that Guilford isa Ring, 
‘That he can {peak the word andgive me freedom. 
Oh thortliv’d pageant! hadft thou all the pow'r 
Which thy vain foul wou’d grafp at I would die, 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, 
* The leaft the meaneft courtefy, from thee. 
Guil. Oh Pembroke! but 1 have not time to talk, 






For danger preffes; -upforefeen, 

And fecret as the flies by night, 

Is aiming at thy ing a word! [Tobe Officer. 
take your prisy 5: 


Draw 7 
(The Offcer dlvvers the fusord to Lard Guilford, and goes 
i ing the fevord to Pembroke. 

Z vgs sklece aera 
Andi thy rage willfferthee tohear 
Pe 1 ofa man once agll’d thy friend, 
om thieftal place and feck thy Safety. 
ij 
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Pemb. How now! what iti midekery ie thie? 9 
 Initte foort pou ul metho Wels aie y 
“ This {wift fantaftick changing of the 

Guil. Oh, take thy f 
Be ready arm’d to guard i 
‘The time, the danger;@nd the wild j 
Forbid me all to enter into fj 
Or I cou’d tell the-—— 
Pemb. No, it needs not, traitor! 
For all thy poor thy little arts are known, 
Thou fear't my vengeance, and-art come to fav, 
ey zane era sf that proffer’d freedom, 

ich in defpite of thee a day thal) give me.. 

Nor can m Ste depend on thee alle Guilford 
For know to thy confufion, ere thedun wen! 
Twice gild the eait our royal Mary comes : 
To end thy pageant reign and fet me 

Guil. Ungrateful and unjutt! halk ey 
So little to accufe my hewit of fear? 
Hatt thou forgeteen Mutielbera, 
Did I then tear, whet 00; 

‘And dy'd my maidds Sword in Seottifh yh 
But this is maduels - , 
Pemb. Give mer rds fword. 

Perhaps indeed I wrongighees thou haft thought, = © 

And cunfcious of te inj"Fy thou haft dove sie on 

Art come to proffer me a foldier's jufti ag SO Se, 

And meet my arm in fingle op; ¢ he 

Lead then, and let me suloe tothe = ie aN: 
Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thow tiefy thy vengeance, 

And write thy bloody purpofe aie if oe 

But let Death wait to-day. By ‘ 

In honour’s name, by ery 


Pemb, What myftick meaniny 
‘What fear is this which thou wou'dit 
Truft me this once; believe 
Thy fafesy and thy life is all Lfeek. 

way. _« 

Pemb, “ By Heav'n I wo'nt ftira 
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Curfe on this fhufling, dark, ambigitous, aca pia 
hou wou’dft are me think thoumean'’! fairly, 
plainnefs honefty delights in, 
Ani ible tongue for once be true. 
‘me, filial piety and nature, 
break your facred laws, 













who-gave me being, 
hom my foul loves from death, 


(Giving a Paper 
Br “ead there the fatal purpofe of thy foe, 
a A tho) which younds my foul with bameandhorrour! 
nether dark ‘hould have hid for every, 
& ne 4 tife—Say; haft thou feen that charagter? 
etm sow if wells the hand of proud Northumber- 
aigia hie miyions Gates and Palmer. (land, 






Eeeber ath your clofeft care to obferve thofe 
" § & you at parting, efpecially keep your 
h fcertokes as his power and in- 
nv fallvte,.Pvlitsoppolition willbe moft 
rccanbes theresohhion was taken if you 
- thou dl find him inclined to our ebmnies:’ The forma af 
« juitice are tedious, and delays ag/ dangerous. If he fal- 
“ters, lofe not the fight of hipé till your daggers have 


“ reached his heart.” 
rt! oh murd’rous villain! 
Guil, Since he pane 
y ways have all been watch’d, thy fteps been mark’, 





Thy fecret treaties with the malcontents 
‘That harbour in the City, thy conferrin, 
With, Gard’ner the Tow’r, all ae kuna 
Bloody mandate 
A fet of chofen, ns Wait to end thee : 
"Bhere was buyfone way left me to preferve thee s 
I took it, ang/this morning fent my prevent 
‘To feize wpgn thy perfon—But be; 
c+ Pemb. * Pts fo—'t is truth —I fee his ironet heart—— 
Guil, Whave a friend of well try’d faith and courage, 
Who with a fit difguife and arms canceal'd 
Attends without to guideghee hence with fafety. 
Pemb. What is Nofthumberland ? and what a thou? 
Dij 









“To let in dayat midnight. 5 ©) 

Guil. «Thi eres "4 a 

“: And:tho’ ill fortune crofs’d upor athip—— 
Pemb, “ Curi ont evr fortuse!—"Phink’ I kwow thee! > 


Oh Pembrotefl 


Ere T have clafp'd'thecin my-coger arin) 
And poten» fad repeat : 
Believeme, Gui 


For if I go I go: rain. n = 

‘Thou know’it . what a foe thou fend’ meifortliy: 

That I have fwort destruttion tothe Queen, ~ 

And pledg’d my faith to Mary and her caules 

‘My honour is at ftake. De : 
Guil. I know ’tis Liens 

But go—the ftronger thy eng 

"The more’s thy danger here. 

“ Who fits above the fiarsyin him: 








TR cae sae one. ar. 








Booka knee before mes 
“They who wit and! ited L, 
yht me to defend their laws and 


Venttheir lewd execrations on my-name,\ |, 
Proqaim me trait'refs now, and to the 
Doom my devoted head. 

Guil, The changeling villains! 
‘That pray for flavery, ight for 
And thun the blefling Liberty like rui 
“ What art thou, Human Nature, to do thus? 

« Does fear or folly make thceylike the Indian, > 
« Falldown before this dreadful devil Tyranny, 

« Andwworfhip the deflroyer ? 

But wherefore do I is tamel ¢ . 
Give me my arms: I will preferse my consgry= 

Ev’n in her own defpite. Some fiends T have” 5 
* Who will-or die orconquer in thy caufe, |! 
Thine and religion’s, thine and England’s 
+ L. F. G. Art thou novall my treafi 
And wot thou take from me the only ify 7 


fem the driving | 
with blinded rage 
Urge their own fate, qnd ftrive to be undone, 
Northumberland, thy fagher, isin arms, 

And if it be in valour to defend us 


His {word, that long has known the way to mona 









Shall be our fureit fafety. 
Emer the Duke ee 
Sy Oh, my children ! 
L.F. G. Alas! what means 
Sup. Ob, my fon! 
Thy father, t Northum! 
Our deareft hopes were built — 
Guil. Ha tywhat of bim ? 
Suf. Is loft, betray’d ! 
His army, onward as-he march’d, fhrunk him, 
»  Moulder'd away, and melted by his fides 
Like falling bail thick ftrewn-upon the 
** Which ere we can-effay to count is . 
With fome few followers he arriv’d atCambridge, * 
But there ev’n they forfook him, and himfelf 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart and wat'ry eye, » 







_—————————— 
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‘ed pothing meaning,” 
yp fare it well ! 

iefijden turn of of fate 
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Has plac’d Kis guardeare ; f 
So late thy aime rea ae = ee: 
I fgw him bend his koce to cruel Gard'nest” —— 
Who freed from his confinement rapghiaeY+ hiss 

mbrac’d and blefi'd him with ida” 
Each hait'ning moment T a 


To {eize and pafs the doom of death vfon us. 
Guil. Hal teiz’d¥ thalt thoubefeiz'd? and fall I fland 
And tamely fee thee borne a y to death ? ~ 
Then blatted be my coward hme for ever, * 
No I will fet myfelf to guard this fpot, 


‘To which our narrow empire noWhfhrunk: 

Here Iwill grow the bulwark of my Ques % 

Nor fhall the hand of Violence thee. = 
= 


Until my breaft have borne a thoufa, 
Till this torn mangled body fink at ee 
A heap of purple ruin at thy feet, 

L. J. G. And could thy rah diftrap®? ™8¢0 thus? 
Draw'thy vain ford ageina- atime multitude, e 
“ Only to have my poor heart fplit with horroury “4 
“To fee thee ftabb'q and butcher'd here before me?” 

Oh, cal] thy better nobler courage to thee, 

And let us meet this fate with patience! 

“* Greet our infulting foes with equal tempers, 

“ With ev’n brows, and fouls fecure of death 5 _ 

“ Here ftand unmov’d, as once the Roman fenate = 
+ Receiv'd fierce Brennus and the conq’ring Gaule | ‘te. 
“ Till ev'n the rade Barbarians ftood amaz’d 

* At fuch fuperiour virtue.” Bg thyfelf, 

For fee, the trial comes! 

Enter Sussex, Ganvmgry 
Su/. Guards, execute your orders 5 
Here my commiffion ends. To yau, my 
So our miftrefs, royal Mary, bids, 
Tleave the full difpofal of thefe pris'ners: 
Yo your wife care the pious Queen 
Her facred felf, her crown, and, what's yet 
‘The holy Roman Church, for whofe dear fafety 
She wills your utmof diligence be fhewn . t 
‘To bring rebellion to the bar of Juftice.~ 4 
a 
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‘Yet farther to proclaim how much fhe trufts . 
In Winchefter’s deep aes ae well try’d faith, 
Fig attends tl rev'rend handy 
\ And when I nextgalute you I mutt call you 
“Chief Minifter 2d Chancellor of England. -* 
r. Unnumber’d bleffings fall upon her head, ® 

evergraciows J. to remember 
h fuch full bounty her old humble beadfman! 
‘or thefe her foes leave me to deal with them. 

Suf.’The Queen is on her entrance and expeéts me. 
Py Lord, farewell. . 

Gar. Farewell, right noblaSuffex ; 

‘Commend me to the Queen’s grace ; fay her bidding 
» Shall be obferv’d by her mott lowly creature. [wit Su/: 
} Dicutenant of the Tow’r, take hence your pris’ners > 

» Be it your care to fee ‘em kept apart, 
phat they may hold no commdrce with each ater 

GG. Th 









7 wat ftroke was unexpected. 
+ Gui Wilt thon partus! © 
Gar. Fhold no ipgech with hereticks and traitors, 





> ant, fee my orders wre obey'd. (Exit Gar. 
) Pim Guit. tnhuman, monftrous, unexampled, cruelty ! 
Oh tyrant ! but the taf becomes thee well ; 
‘Thy favage temper joys to do Death's office, 
To tear the facred bands of Love afunder, 
| nd part thofe hands which Heav'n itfelf hath join’d. 
Ni Suf. To let us watte the little reft of life 
_ PeRether hiad been merciful. 
ow uf. Then it had not 
Been done like Winchefter. 
Guil. Thou ftandit unps6v'd, 
Ps beauteous brow, 
faft for Edward's lofs, 
the ruin round thee, 






As if thou Iv'd to brave thy fate, 
And trum) the midit of defolafion, « 
\_ * Hal fee, it fvells, the liquid cryftal rifes, 


thee—but I will catch it, 


\ * Nor let tHe earth be wet with dew fo rich.” 

Q L. F. G. And dof thou think, my Guilford! I can fee 
ly father, mother, and ev’n thee my hufband, 

_ Torn from my fide without a pang of forrow? 





Tafpireg thy fofter 
With fach un 


L7G. Truth soooun cent 
A confcious ki ; 
‘That to have fav'd my i: 


Yes, England, y 
But Heav'n forbs 
And to fome 





chapaiga sod ersy 15 
he flow’fs, which Winter’s icy hand deftroy’d, 
Lift their fair heads and live again in Spring.” 
i ber hopes pt he aie plain 
car loughman a regnant 
hain weeakiesie, 
ill the revolving bidsit rife,» * 
ill nature’s genial pow'rs-command a birth, —- 
And, potent, call it from the teeming earth,” 
Targe increafe the bury’d treafures yield, 
nd with fall harveft crown the plenteous field. 
[Exeunt feverally with Guardss 








Scene continues’ 


ler Ganpinen, at Lord Chancellor, and the Lawure~ 
NAaxr of the Tower. SeFoants with lights before’em. 
Linutenant. 
oop morning to your Lordihip: you fife early. 
ar. Nay, by the rood'there are too many ric 
mutt ftir early or the ftate thall fuffer. 
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Lieut, The Lord Guilford only 
Implor’d another boon, and urg’d jt warmly 5 
"That ere he fifiet'd he might fee his wife, 


And take ataft farewell. \ 
Gor. That’s not much ; . 

‘That grace may be allow’d him: fee you to it. 

How goes the morning? 4 4 


Lieut. Not yet four my Lord. * 

Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing more. 
Yoy, know 't was order’d that the Lady Jane , 
Shou’d fuffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin ga: 

‘To wet their handkerchiefs and make 
How like a faint the ended. Sonfe fit number, 
And thofe too of our friends, were moft convenient: “ ~ 
But above all fee that good guard be kept: 
You know the Queen is lodg’d at prefent here; a 
‘Take care that no difturbance reach her Highnefs, 
Aund fo good-morning gobd Mafter Lieutenant. 

[Bsxit Ligutenant, 
How now! what light cdmes here? 

Ser. So pleafe your Lordihip, 
1fI miftake not ’tis the Earl of Pembroke. 

Gar. Pembroke !—’tis he; what calls him forth thus 
Somewhat he feems to bring of high import; Learly? 
** Some flame uncommon kiudles up his foul, 

And flathes forth impetuous at his eyes.” 

Enter Pemunoxs, a Page with a light before him. *\ 
Good-morrow, noble Pembroke! what importunate 
And ftrong neceflity breaks oayour flumbers, 


And rears your youthful head. off your pillow 
At this unwholefome hour, * whil the night . 
« Latts in her latter courfe, and. raw 


“ And rheumy dampsinfeft the duiky air?” 
Penb. Ob, rev'rend Winchelter! my bgating heart” 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears; \ 1 
The news I bring hall blefs the breaking 
« This coming day the fun fhall rife more us 
* Than-when his maiden beams firlt gilded o'tr 
« The rich immortal greens, the flowry plains ~ 
“ And fragrant bow’rs of Paradife newborn,” 
Gar. What happinels is this! on 
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Pemb. ’Tis mercy! mercy, 
«The mark of Heav’n imprefs’d on hamagkind ; 
“ Mercy, that glads the world, deals joy nd 5 
“ Mercy, that fmooths the dreadfulsbrow of Pow’r, - 
And makeé dominion light ; mercy, that faves, 3” 
“ Binds up the broken heart, and heals defpai 
ry, our royal ever-gracious miftrefs, 
‘Has to my fervices and humblelt pray’rs 
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife 5 
Fulland free pardon! 
Gar. Ha! what faid you? Pardon { 
But fure you cannot mean it; cou'd not urge 
e to fuch a rafh and ill-tim'd grace? 
st! fave the lives of thofe who wore her crown ! 
dl ’tis moft unweigh’d pernicious counttl, 
ull not be comply'd with. . 
jot comply'd with! f 
all dare to bar herfa 





‘Ponb. Thy.narrow. 


“Knows not the godli 
Tagen thy cold thy 
How large the pow’r, 
Which benefits confexian’ 
¢ Goodnefs prevaileapoa 
And conquers more th 
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Felt wrath fafpended in my doubtful breaft, 
‘And queftion’g if the voice I heard wasmortal. - 
But when ‘ale was done, what loud applaufe, e 
Like buritsGf thunder, thook the fpacious hall! 2 
‘At laft, when fore conitrain’d, th’ unwilling Lords 
Pronoune’d the fatal fentence on her life; 
A peal of’groans ran thro’ the crowded court 
Asev'ry heart was broken, and the doom, 
Like that which waits the world, were univerfal. 
ems. And can that facred form, that angel’s voice, 
Which mov'd the hearts of a rude ruthlefs crowd, 
‘Nay, mov’d'ev’n thine, now fue in vain for pity? 
Gar. Alas! you look on her with lovers’ eyes: 
I hear and fee ihre” reafonable organs, 
‘Where paflion hasno part. Come, come, my Lérd, 
You have too little of the flatefman in you. 
Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the churchmans 
Is not the facred purpofe of our faith _— 
Peace and good-will to man? The hallow'd hand # + 7) 
Ordain’ J to blefs thould know no flain of blood: - 
*Tis true I am not pradii’’ ‘din your politicks ; “Ta 
*'T'was your pernicious counfel led the Queen 
‘To break her promife with the men of Suffolk, 
To violate, what in a prince fhould Be 
Sacred above the reft, her royal word. 
Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it: I advis’d her 
‘Yo break thro’ all engagements made with hereticks, 
And keep no faith with fuch a mifereant crew. 
Pemb. Where thall wefeek fortrath when ev’n religion, 
‘The prieitly robe and mitred head, difclaim it? 
“But thus bad men difhonour the beft caufe.” } 
I tell thee,. Winchefter, doétrines like thine a 
Have ftain’d our holy church witht greuter infamy 
‘Than all your eloquence can-wipe away : 
Hence 'tis that thofe who differ from our faith “tS 
Brand us with breach of oaths, with vin age 
With tyranny o'er confcience, and 
Our fearlet prelates men that thirft ; 
And Chriftian Rome more cruel than the x 
Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell. The Queen mult be ' 
Better advis'd than thus to ae er Tk 
Whofe mortal ftingsare:arm’d herlifez — = 
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But while Thold the feal-no:pardon paffes 
For hetcticka and #faitors = See 













* Pemb.?Twasamlucky 
To meet and crofs upon this froward prieft 
But Jet me lofe the thought on’t; let me hatte, 
Pour my glad tidings forth in Guilford's bofom, 
And pay fim back the life his friendfhip fav’d., + [Zxit, 
‘he Scene draws, and difcovers the Lady Jans kneeling at 
her devotion, a light and a book placed on a table before hers 
Enter Lieutenant of the Tower, Lord Guivrorn, and 
cone of Lady Jane's Womens a 
Lieut. Let me not prefs upoft your Lordfhip farther, 
But wait your leifure in the antichamber. 
Guil. Twill not hold You long. (Exit Lieutenant. 
Wom. Softly, my Lord, 
For yet behold the kneels, * Before the night 
“ Had reach’d her middle fpace the left her bed, 
_—~“ And with a pleafing fober cheerfulniefs, 
“ ‘Acie her funeral array'd bérfelf 
ae thofe fad folemn weeds: fince,then her knee 
, ‘Has known that pofture only; and her eye 
(«Or fix'd upon the facred page before het 
Or lifted with her rifing hopes to Heav’n.” 
Guil. See, with what zeal thofe holy hands are rear'd! 
* Mark her vermilion lip with fervour trembling ; 
“ Her {potlefs bofom fwells with facred ardour, 
* And burns with ecftafy and ftvong devotion ; 
* Her fupplication fweet, her faithful vows, 
“ Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heav'n, 
“ Like incenfe from the golden cenfer rife, 
* Or bleffed angels miniiter unfeen, 
“Latch the foft founds, and with alternate office 
* Spread their ambrofial wings, then mount with joy, 
* And waft them upwards to the throne of grace.” 
+ But the has ended, and comes forward. 
[Lady jax i rifes and comes toward the front of the flage. 
» J. G. Hat : 
* Art thou pty Guilford? wherefore doft thou come 
"To breakéthe fettled quiet ofmy foul ? 
I mean to part without another pang, 
‘And lay my weary head down full Be orice. 
Guil. Forgive the fondnefs of my longing foul, 
+ That melts with tendernefs, and leans bi hig thee, 
iij 
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«« Tho’ the imperious dreadful voice of Fate c 
«© Summon her hence and warn her from the world” t 
But if to fee fy Guilford give thee - 
Would I hi aya, and eae more ean act 
“Tho? mylamenting difconteated ghoft 
Bin, ari d forth unblefs'd by thofe dear eyes, 
«* And Wail'd thy lofs in Death’s eternal thades,”” 
nO. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly care, 
Had offer’d up its pray’rs for thee and England, ~ 
* And fix’d its hopes upou a rock unfailing ;”” 
‘While all the little bus'nefs that remain’d re 
‘Was but to pafs the forms of dtath and conftancy, - 
And leave a life become indiff’rent to me: & 
But thou has waken’d other thoughts within nd ] 
‘Thy fight, my deareft hufband and my lord! 
Strikes on the tender flrings of love and nature py - 
My vanquifh’d paffions rife again, and tele Te 
*Tis more, far more, than death to part from th 5s 
Enter Pemsroxe. 5 
Pemb. Oh, let me fly, bear me thou {wiit 
And lodge me in my faithful Guilford’s arms 
3 5 Br 
‘That I may {natch thee from the greedy we 
‘That I may warm his gentle heart with joy, 
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon. 
Guil. Whgt means my deareft Pembroke ! 
Pemb. Oh, my {pec : 
Is chok’d with words that crowd to tell the tidings! . | 
But I have fav’d thee—and—oh, joy unutterable 
‘The Queen, my gracious, nap forgiving, miltrefs, 
Has giv’n not only thee to my" 
But fhe, the too, in whom‘alone 1d 
‘The partner of thy heart, thy love ts fafe “ 
Guil. Millions of bleffings wait her!--Has sal 
Oh! has the fpar’d nity wife? fe 
Pemb, Both, both are pardon'd. . 
But hafte, and do thou ea me to thy faint, — a? 
That I may caft myfelf beneath her feet, ar 
And beg her to accept this poor amends _ 
For all I'ave done agaimft her—Thou 


Canft thou forgive the hoftile hand that 
Againft thy caufe, and robb’d thee of a crown? 
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_ L.F.G. Oh, tifemyLard,andlet metake yourpofture; 
Hife paws world are hardly worth my 
But youhave.reconcil’d me to ‘em both; 
"Then let me pay my gratitude, and for 
"This free this noble unexpeéted mercy 
+ Thus low I bow to Heav’n, the Queen, and you. 
Pemb, Tome! forbid it goodnels! if I live 
Somewhat I will do fhall deferve your thanks. 
* All difcord and remembrance of offence 
~ * Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your freedom 
« Mylelf have undertaken to be your caution.” 
Hear me, you faints, and aid my pious purpofe: 
‘Thefe that deferve fo much, this wondrous pair, 
Let thefe be happy 5 ues joy attend em; 
A. fonisful bed, a chain of love unbroken, 
very old age, to fee their children’s children,” 
death, and everlatting memory 5 
© While [reign to them my hare of happinefs, 
{till to want whabthey enjoy, 
Aiggiy to be wretched.” : 
 Ainter Livutenann of the Tower. 
- The Lord Chancellor» * 
Is cgme with orders from the Queen. 
Enter Gaxpiner and Atiendants. 
Pemb. Ha! Winchetter! 
Gar, The Queen, whofe days be many, 
By'me confirms her firlt agcorded grace; 
But as the pious princefi/ means her mercy 
Should reach ev’n to the Soul as well as body, 
By me the fignifies hee. pleat 
at thou, 
Do inftantly res 
And yield obedience 
» L. 7. G. What! turn apoftate? 
Guil. Ha! forego my faith 
Gar. hos bag aeenesleobay Dink yee persica 
it if thro” of-heart and ftubbora ol 
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The mercy of the Queen was free and full. } 
Think’it thow j pe ‘merchandife their grace | 
As Roman prifits their pardons? “ Do they barter,” 
“ Screw up, }&e you, the buyer to a price, 
« And douthy {cll what was delign'd a gift? 
* Guz, My Lord, thislanguage ill befeemsyournoblenels, 
Norcomtal hereto bandy words with madmen. 
Behold the royal fignet of the Queen, 
“Which amply {peaks her meaning. You, the pris’ners, 
Have heard at large its purport, and mutt inilantly 
Refslve upon the thoice of life or death, 
Pemb. Curfe on—But wherefore do 1 loiter here? 

T'll to the Queen this moment, and there know 

What ’tis this mifchief-making prieft intends.  [Exit. 
Gar. Your wifdom points you out a proper courfe, 

A word with you Lieutenant. , " 

(Talks with the Lieutenant afide. 

Guil. Mutt we part then? 

What are thofe hopes that dlatter’d us but om of 

‘Thofe joys that like the {pring with all its. I 
Pour’d out their pleafuresev’ry where around us? ‘ 

In one poor minute gone ; “¢ at once they wither’d, 

“ And left their place all defolate behind them.” 

Fav G. Such is thisfoolith world, and fuch the certainty 

Of all the boafted bleffings it beftows : 

‘Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it; , 

Think only how to leave it as we ought, 3 

« But truit no more, and be deceiy’d no more.”* 

Guili Yes, I will copy thy divine example, 

« And tread the paths are pointed out by thee:” 

By thee a doc te — Nok ck a2 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happin 
‘To give my life a ranfom for my faith. 3 * 

“ From thee, thou angel of my heart, I learn 5 
« That greateft hardeft tafk to part with thee.” 

L..J.G. Oh, glorioufly refolv'd !  Heav’nismy witnels 

“« My heart rejoices in thee more‘ev’n now, 

« Thusconftant as thou art, indeath thus fait ° 

« ‘Than when the holy prieft firft join'd our hadds, 

* And knit the facred knot of bridallove.”? >< 


Gar. The day wears fait; Lord Gi have 
Will you lay holdon life? x thought? > 
- re , 


wee | 


_Guil, What'are the teriha? 
\ Gar, Death or the mafs attend you. 
Guil. ?Tis dettrmin’d: 
Lead to the feaffold. 
| Gar. Bear him to his fate. 
Guil. Oh! let me fold theeonce more in my a1 

. Thou deareft treafure of my heart, and print 

‘A dying hufband’s kifs upon thy lip! . = 
+ Shall we not live again ev’n in thofe fornis?. 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with thefe eyes? 

i. F.G. Oh! wherefore doft thou fpoth me with thy 
Why doft thon wind thyfelf about my/heart, [foftnefs? 
And make this feparation painful to us? 

« Here break we off at dnce; and let us now, 
« Forgetting ceremony, like two friends 
That havea little bus’nefé to be done, 
“Take a fhort leave, and hafte to meet again. 
_— | Guil. “ Rett on that hope my foul—my wife— 
Beh G. No more.” “ie 
»Guil, My fight hangs on thee—Oh ! fupport me, Heav'n, 
this lait pang—and let us méet in blifs! * 
[Guilford ts led off by the Guards. 
L. FG. Can nature bear this ftroke?” * 
Wom, Alas, the faints! [ Supporting. 
L. FG. Wot thou fail now—The killing froke ispalt, 
Ao all the bitternefs of death is o’er. r 
» Gar. Here let the dreadful hand of Vengeance ftay. 

Have pity on your youth and blooming beauty ; 

§ © Caft not away the good which Heav'n beltows5" 

Time may have many yearg in ftore for you, 

All crown’d with fair ity. Your hufband 

Hs perith’d in pet s. 

‘L. F. G. Ceale, thou raven, 
* Nor violate with thy profaner malice 
+. My bleeding Guilford’s gho—'Tis gone, ’tis flown, 
Vt ae on ene and waits for me. 
[The foene drawey and difeovers a fea with black 
* Executioner and Guards, ice eatee > 
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The good ani cious hand of. jute 
Shall raife ya better friends than Thavé been. 
1 Wom. gh, never, never! —— 
. Help to difarray 


Ags me for the block: do this lait fervice, 
‘Aid Nehcerfilly. Now you will fe 
<.. Your p6or miftrefs fleep in peace, 
Bad a from’ fonts Sorrows t The few trifles, 
‘The pledges of dying miftrels love, 
Réceive and fhare gmong you. “ Thou, Maria, [To 1 Wom. 
“ Haft been my offi my very faithful fervant : 
« In dear remembrance of. thy love,I leave thee 
« This book, the law of everlatting truth 
“ Make it thy treafure ftill; twas my fappo = 
“ When all help elfe forfook me.” : 
Gar. Will you yet 
Repent, be wife, and fave your precious life? 
« J. G. Oh Winchetter? has learning taug] 
To barter truth for life?» 
Gar, Miftaken folly ! 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, 
And die for damned errours. 
L. JG. Who judge rightly, 
And who perfilts in erroar, will be known 
‘Then when we meet again. Once more ree 
To ber Wont, 
Goodnefs be ever with you. ‘ When I’m pak 4 
« Entreat they do no rude dithoneft wrong ‘ 
“ To my cold headlefs corpfe sue fee it ieoniely 
“ And decent laid in earth.”* \ 
Gar, Wot thou then dic? v- ss) 
Thy blood be on thy head. » 
1. 7G. See eaeraaaa et ic esti taciea 
And may it never rife or call for 
Oh that it were the Jaft thall fall a vi 
‘To Zeal’s inhuman wrath! Thou, gracious eave htt 
~ Hear and defend at bie thy faf’ri 
Raife up a monarch of the royal bloods 


Brave, pious, equitable, wife, and. a 
bts tiv dine fefon let ve Siero grad - 


Leo * 
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«© To fave thy altars from the rage of Rome; 

+, Long let him reign to blefs the refcu’d Qpd,” 

‘And deal out jultice with a righteou#hand 

And when he fails, oh! may he leave a fon 


















) With equal virtues to adorn his throne, hae 
To latett times the'bleffing to convey, 3 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. 
dy Jans gue up to te afl, Zhe Tos, 
Enter Pemuroxe. be 


Pemb, Horrour on horrour! blafted be the hand . 5 
That ftruck my Guilford ! ob, his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in thefe diftraéted eyes for ever! 
Curfe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counfels! = [To Gar. 
The Stee is deaf and pitilefs as thou art. 
Gar. The juft reward of herefy and treafon 
fall'n upon ‘em both for their vain obftinacy ; 
timely death, with infamy on earth, 
everlaiting punifhment hereafter. 
And canft thou tell ? Who gave thee to explore 
feeret purpofes of Heav'n, or taught thee 
fet a bound to mercy unconfin’d? 
it know, thou proud, perverfely judging, Winchefter, 
lowe’er your hard imperious cenfures doom, 
nd portion out our lot in worlds to come, 
| 'Thofe who with honeft hearts purfue the right, 


10° fuff’ring here thal from their forrows ceafe, 


An¢ follow faithfully truth’s facred light, 
oS with the faints and dwell in endlefs peace. [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Tue pals mg virtye beroes of ft have wobn, _ 
Thofe angi nset4 a female brow adorn, 
The agi) se int, unfortunately brave, 
~with thofe altars which fhe firove to five. 
cathy” fy dar’d to prop the jufler fide, 
wa grec; toil her auverh ite comply'd, 
Did all hat Feali'n'cial Tek refgn'd and dy'd; 
Dy'd for the lind, der which fhe eifb'd to live, 
And gain'd that Itjerty foe could nat give. 
Ob happy people oft is fav'rit 
On ter fo many betier angels inile # 
For you kind Heav'n new blefings fill fupplies, 
Bids other faints and other guardians rife 3 
For-you tbe faibef of ber fois come, 
Adopts our Britain and forgets her home 3 
For truth and you the heroine declines 
As Iria's proud Eagles and the Indian mines. 
at fenfe of fuch a bounty can be foewn! 
oe Heav'n muft make ihe zreat reward its own, 
And lars foalljoin to make her future crown. 
Your gratitude with eafe may te exprefa'd 5 








Sirfes butte Be, sober fle evtald wake gow, bj lfi'd. 


Let not vile fa8ion vex the vulgar car 

With fond furmife and falfe affected fear s 
Coola bem poeshocsic arta past 

Ls all foe afts for all foe has beflow'd. 

Such"was our great example fhown to-day, 

And with fuch thanks our saber; 's pains reper. 
Af from thefe. feeng ard) Sead you learn, 















